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CHAPTER  I. 

"  I  cax't  geieye." 

"  Take  a  turn  in  the  garden  with  me,  Ella  ! 
I  have  awful  news  to  tell  you." 

Sir  Walter  St.  Austle,  pale  and  haggard 
in  face  and  distressingly  distraught  in 
manner,  startled  Ella  by  appearing  abruptly 
before  the  open  window  at  which  she  was 
sitting,  painting  a  miniature  of  and  think- 
insf  about  him. 

"Awful  news!    Walter!    What  is   it?" 

She  was  out  on  the  broad  walk  in  front  of 

the  house,  and  had  caught  hold  of  his  arm, 

for  his  steps  were  flagging. 
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"  They  have  given  Laura  up,"  he  said, 
drooping  his  face  into  his  hands  and  shak- 
ing her  off  by  the  action.  "  They  say  m}^ 
wife  must  die." 

Against  her  will,  against  her  sense  of 
right,  against  her  delicacy,  the  words 
formed  themselves  : 

"  I  canH  grieve." 

He  heard  but  scarcely  understood  the 
import  of  her  words,  and  went  on  as  if 
she  had  not  spoken  : 

"  It's  an  awful  blow,  a  frightful  calamity 
to  fall  upon  a  fellow!  She's  so  beautiful 
and  happy !  Why  couldn't  she  have  been 
spared  ?  It's  too  ghastly  to  be  true,  isn't 
it?" 

"  She  may  live,  as  you  say  she  is  so 
beautiful  and  so  haj)py."  Ella  spoke  as  if 
she  were  saying  a  hardly-learnt  lesson,  and 
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he  looked  at  her  wonderingly  for  a  moment 
with  hot,  tear-swollen  eyes. 

"When  they  told  me  I  felt  I  should 
have  choked  if  I  hadn't  rushed  out  and 
spoken  about  it  to  someone ;  the  nurses 
and  servants  and  doctors  drive  me  mad  with 
their  sighing  and  groaning,  and  attempts 
at  comforting  me,"  he  went  on  impatiently. 

"  It's  useless  trying  to  comfort  you !  "  the 
girl  whispered. 

"  Of  course  it  is,  I  think  of  her  as  she 
was  a  few  weeks  ago,  such  a  queen  among 
women,  and  so  awfully  happy  and  pleased 
at  making  me  happy  too.  And  now  she 
knows  nothing  about  me,  doesn't  even 
know  that  I'm  nearly  mad  with  grief  about 
her.  It's  an  awful  end  to  her  life — and  mine." 

Again  she    muttered   something   to    the 

effect  "  of  his  life  not  being  over  yet,"  and 
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again  he  glanced  away  from  his  own  misery 
and  looked  with  his  pathetically  sorrowful 
eyes  into  her  set  little  face. 

"  You  don't  quite  understand  after  all," 
he  said  complainingly  ;  "  you  don't  know 
what  it  is  to  be  on  the  point  of  losing 
someone  who  has  been  so  happy  through 
3^ou  as  Laura  has  been  through  me.  I  ought 
to  go  home,  but  how  can  I  bear  to  face 
what  I  may  have  to  hear  ?  I'd  give  all  I 
have  to  have  her  spared  to  me." 

"If  you  did  and  she  were  spared  she 
wouldn't  be  half  so  happy,  for  you  would 
both  be  poor,"  Ella  said  quietly.  And  then 
Sir  Walter  finding  that  he  was  not  deriving 
all  the  comfort  from  her  companionship 
that  he  had  anticipated,  went  back  to  the 
home  over  which  the  shadow  of  death  was 
deepening  fast. 
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On  the  evening  of  that  same  day,  while 
the  two  girls  were  sitting  at  dinner,  Ella 
lifted  her  hand  to  her  head  with  a  little  sigh 
of  weariness  or  pain. 

"  What  is  it  ? "  May  Meredith  asked 
anxiously.     "  What  is,  it  dear  ?  " 

"My  head  feels  suddenly  as  heavy  as 
lead,  as  heavy  as  my  heart  has  been  feeling 
all  day,"  EUa  said  fretfully.  "You'll  ex- 
cuse me,  I  know,  the  sights  and  odours  of 
dinner  are  too  much  for  me.  May  I  go  to 
the  drawing-room  and  lie  down  and  wait 
for  you?" 

"  Of  course  you  may,  but  I  believe  you're 
suffering  from  inanition;  you  ate  no  luncheon 
I  noticed.  At  any  rate,  have  some  wine  and 
a  biscuit  now." 

At  the  name  of  even  wine  and  a  biscuit 
the     nauseating    feelinsf  which    had    been 
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creeping  over  Ella  all  day  intensified  itself, 
and  her  hot  hands  and  head  seemed  to 
grow  hotter  each  moment.  With  some 
difficulty  and  effort  she  made  her  way  to 
the  drawing-room,  and  here  under  the  in- 
fluence of  the  light,  cool,  fragrant  atmos- 
phere— an  atmosphere  in  which  the  odours 
of  bees-wax  and  turpentine  from  the 
polished  floor,  peat  from  the  moors, 
and  lemon-scented  verbenas  from  the 
gardens,mingled  in  one  invigorating  element 
of  sweetness  which  seemed  to  permeate  her 
whole  being  for  a  minute  or  two. 

"It  was  only  the  excitement  of  hearing 
about  Lady  St.  Austle  and  the  smell  of  the 
dinner,  after  aU,  which  made  me  feel  so  faint 
and  sick,"  the  girl  told  herself  re-assuringly 
as  she  sank  down  among  a  heap  of  cool 
cushions  on  the  sofa,  leant  her  head  back, 
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and  presently  sank  into  a  sleep,  during 
which  she  chattered  spasmodically  every 
now  and  again  and  fell  over  countless 
precipices. 

May  coming  in  presently  found  the  room 
heavy  with  the  indescribable  heaviness  in 
which  there  is  no  definite  odour,  which  a 
feverish  body  is  sure  to  infuse  into  the  air. 
All  the  freshness  had  been  absorbed  into  the 
hot  little  body  which  was  slumbering  rest- 
lessly on  the  sofa,  and,  with  a  qualm  of 
remorse  for  having  allowed  Ella  to  run  the 
risks  of  infection  which  she  had  run.  May 
realised  that  a  strong  fever  had  possession 
of  her  poor  little  friend. 

"  She  must  be  isolated  at  once,  and  I  will 
send  a  hospital  nurse  to  take  charge  of  the 
case,"  the  doctor  told  Miss  Meredith,  when 
he  came  in  response  to  her   earnest    sum- 
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mons.  "  You  must  not  expose  3'ourself  to 
unnecessary  danger,  my  dear  Miss  Meredith  ; 
you  must  keep  away  from  her." 

"  Keep  away  from  her  ?  " 

"  Yes  !  indeed  you  must.  Don't  you 
understand  it  is  an  infectious  case  ?  You 
must  preserve  your  own  health  by  taking 
every  precaution  in  your  power." 

"  Is  it  scarlet-fever  ?  " 

The  doctor's  head  bent  slowly  in  assent. 

"  Poor  child !  "  May  said  warmly,  "  poor, 
motherless  child !  I  shall  not  leave  her  to 
the  care  of  servants  and  a  hospital  nurse. 
I'll  take  my  share  of  the  work  of  nursing 
her,  and  of  the  dansrer  that  attends  the 
work." 

"  Has  she  no  relations  ?  no  nearer  friends 
than  yourself  ?  " 

"  She  has  a  step-mother  who  is  married 
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again,  a  sweet  -woman  whose  sweetness 
turned  Ella's  nature  into  gall  because  they 
misunderstood  one  another.  Her  presence 
would  give  Ella  neither  comfort  nor 
pleasure." 

The  doctor  had  several  other  critical 
cases  awaiting  him,  consequently  he  had 
no  more  time  to  waste  in  expostulating 
with  Miss  Meredith  about  her  rashness. 

"Take  care  of  yourself,  the  poor  little 
lady  is  in  excellent  hands  and  has  a  splen- 
didly sound  constitution.  In  all  probability 
she  will  pull  through." 

"  You  don't  speak  with  any  air  of  assur- 
rance  about  it  ?  "  May  said  anxiously. 

"  How  can  I  in  these  critical  cases  where 
physical  fever  is  fed  by  mental  fuel  ?  Miss 
Poynter  is  a  very  excitable,  very  highly- 
strung  kind  of  girl,  who  would   die   of    a 
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rose  in  aromatic  pain.  Even  the  perfectly 
equable  mind  of  Lady  St.  Austle  did  not 
stand  her  in  good  stead  when  the  crux  came. 
You  know  she  has  succumbed  ?  " 

"  Do  you  mean  that  she  is  dead  1 "  May 
asked  in  reverential  horror, 

"  She  passed  away  this  evening,  just  about 
the  time  your  poor  little  friend  was  attacked, 
I  fancy,"  and  then,  with  a  parting  shake  of 
the  hand,  the  doctor  got  himself  away  to 
the  fulfilment  of  further  painful  duties  in 
that  fever-haunted  locality. 

Within  ten  minutes  of  his  departure  Miss 
Meredith  was  bending  over  Ella's  bed, 
soothing  the  girl's  scorching  forehead  with 
her  cool  hands,  and  murmuring  a  few 
refreshing  words  that  had  no  special  mean- 
ing for  the  sufferer,  who  was  beginning  to 
feel    doubtfully    mixed  as  to  whether  she, 
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Ella  Poynter,  had  anything  to  do  with  the 
parched,  paining  body  that  was  lying  on 
the  bed. 

"  Mother  would  tell  me  if  it's  me,"  she 
moaned  at  intervals  ;  "  that  woman  who 
married  Guy  would  deceive  me  about  it, 
she  always  deceived  me,  she  said  she  would 
never  marry,  and  now  she  has  married  and 
deceived  Guy  as  well  as  me.  I  want  my 
own  mother,  my  own,  own  mother,  she 
would  never  deceive  me." 

She  would  go  on  rambling  in  this  strain 
for  hours  at  a  stretch  until  May's  heart 
told  her  there  was  meaning  in  the  poor 
girl's  madness,  truth  in  the  tale  which  Ella 
had  indignantly  repudiated  when  it  was  told 
to  her  at  Norwood.  Then  day  by  day  Ella's 
mania  and  fever  strengthened  and  deepened 
until,  at  last,  fearing  that  she  was   taking 
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upon  herself  the  hideous  responsibility  of 
keeping  a  mother  away  from  her  dying 
child,  she  (May)  strangled  her  own  aversion 
to  again  addressing  or  coming  in  contact 
with  her  false  lover's  wife,  and  sent  the 
followino'  lines  to  Mrs.  Greg  : 

"  Ella  Poynter  is  dangerously  ill  with 
scarlet  fever  at  my  house.  She  is  always 
calling  for^  her  '  Mother '  in  her  delirium. 
Will  you  come  to  her  ?  All  that  I  can  do 
for  her  good  and  your  comfort  shall  be 
done.  Send  me  a  wire  saying  by  what 
train  the  carriage  shall  meet  you  at  the 
Trelyn  station. 

"May  Meredith." 

There  had  been  an  armed  neutrality 
between  Ted  Greg  and  his  wife  for  several 
weeks.     He  had  never  ventured  to  attempt 
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an  explanation,  being,  as  all  men  are, 
abjectly  afraid  of  "  a  fuss,"  and  she  had 
never  condescended  to  ask  for  one  since 
the  departure  of  her  lodger.  Mrs.  Greg 
had  much  more  time  for  retrospective 
peerings  into  the  feverish  past,  and  con- 
tinuous broodings  over  the  painful  present, 
than  had  ever  been  vouchsafed  to  her  in 
busier  days.  Ted  was  having  a  long  spell 
of  domestic  life,  and  the  peaceful  tenour  of 
its  uninterrupted  way  had  a  depressing 
effect  upon  him.  There  were  so  few  topics 
that  he  dared  to  broach  to  his  wife  now 
that  she  had  found  him  out  in  the  heartless 
escapade  in  which  he  had  indulged  during 
his  visit  to  Trelyn  Towers.  The  fact  of  the 
reticence  she  had  observed  on  the  matter 
since  her  first  outburst  of  injured  furious 
feeling  only    made    him  suspect   that   she 
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knew  a  great  deal  more  than  she  had  yet 
revealed  to  him,  and  he  had  no  fancy  for 
unlocking  the  flood-gates  of  her  wrath  by 
any  injudicious  allusions  to  his  past  pur- 
suits. In  his  present  interests  she  no 
longer  seemed  to  take  any  very  vital 
interest.  She  would  rouse  herself  with  a 
very  palpable  effort  when  he  came  into  the 
house  after  an  absence  from  it  of  a  few 
hours  to  ask  him  some  obviously  artificial 
question  about  his  health,  or  the  state  of 
the  weather  in  town,  or  what  the  evening 
papers  said  on  some  subject  of  current 
importance.  But  she  never  questioned 
him  as  to  where  he  had  been,  or  whom  he 
had  seen,  and  he  felt  resentful  at  her 
negative  attitude  and  want  of  curiosity, 
although  relieved  by  it. ; 

Decidedly  the  glamour   was  gone  from 
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that  passionate  love  which  had  Winded 
them  to  inevitable  consequences  so  many 
years  ago.  As  they  sat  opposite  to  each 
other  at  table,  or  reading  by  lamp-light  at 
convenient  angles  of  the  comfortably-seated 
cosy  corner,  he  constant^  found  himself 
looking  at  her  and  wondering  why  he  was 
unable  any  longer  to  stir  up  the  ashes  of 
the  old  romance.  She  was  a  finely  made 
woman,  one  of  the  few  who  do  not  become 
either  obese  or  skinny  in  their  second 
summer.  He  had  wildly  admired  those 
Venus-like  proportions  once,  and  was 
ready  to  admit  that  they  were  still  as 
perfect  as  ever.  But  the  contemplation  of 
them  no  longer  thrilled  him. 

She  had  always  had  a  pretty  way  of 
saying  trivial  things,  but  his  taste  for  her 
piquant    similes    and   quaint   little  axioms 
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was  faded.  It  rather  bored  him  than 
otherwise  when  she  did  rouse  herself  to 
talk  to  and  try  and  amuse  him.  He  had 
grown  *'  to  prefer  the  conversation  of  one 
who  could  speak  with  knowledge  and  ease 
of  horses  and  dogs — one  who  could  not 
only  speak  of  them  with  understanding, 
but  who  possessed  them,  and  had  been 
ready  and  willing  to  share  these  posses- 
sions with  him.  Oh,  the  folly !  the  bUnd, 
infatuated  folly  which  had  made  him  fetter 
himself  as  he  had  done  in  his  impetuous 
youth."  He  would  think  such  thoughts 
as  these  frequently  as  he  sat  silently 
smoking  by  her  silent  side.  And  she 
read  his  thoughts,  and  marvelled  at  her 
own  patience  in  still  enduring  the  life  into 
which  he  had  led  her,  and  of  which  he 
was  clearly  so  ver}',  very  tired. 
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She  felt  contemjDtuous  of  herself  some- 
times when  anything  like  a  throb  of  love 
for  him  stirred  her  pulses.  It  was  too 
undignified  to  go  on  caring  for  a  man 
who  was  only  restrained  by  the  law  from 
leaving  her  for  another  woman.  Never- 
theless, her  pulses  were  so  stirred  at  times 
when  he  gave  her  some  of  the  old  looks 
and  words,  or  when  he  complained  of  one 
of  the  trivial  aches  and  pains  which  the 
manliest  of  men  are  apt  to  find  so  utterly 
unbearable.  She  would  at  these  latter 
times  wait  on  him  with  much  of  the  old 
assiduity  which  had  been  so  deliciously 
soothing  to  him  at  one  time,  but  which 
now  rather  bored  him,  as  it  was  an  effort 
to  respond  to  it  with  becoming  gratitude 
and  warmth.     She  was  naturally  quick  to 

discern  the    effort,   and   equally   quick   to 
VOL.  III.  35 
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feel  hurt  and  thrown  back  upon  herself 
by  it,  and  so  the  gulf  between  them  was 
widening  daily,  and  she  was  rapidly  reahs- 
ing  that  there  was  no  one  in  this  beautiful 
world  of  ours  to  whom  her  heart  could 
turn. 

Years  ago,  when  first  the  friendship 
which  had  ended  so  fatally  had  begun 
between  them,  the  fact  of  her  being  older 
than  Ted  Greg  had  not  struck  her  as  being 
a  painful  disadvantage.  She  would  like 
to  have  been  younger  certainly,  but  her 
additional  years  had  not  weighed  heavily 
upon  her.  But  now  they  galled  her  fright- 
fully. He  still  looked  far  away  from  one's 
usual  conception  of  middle  age  in  a  man. 
While  she,  ah!  how  keenly  she  felt  the 
fact  that  she  had  lost  the  lightness  both  of 
physique  and  heart,  which  only  belong  to 
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those  over  whose  heads  fewer  years  than 

forty  have  sped. 

If  her  Hfe  had  been  a  happier  one  she 

probably  would   not    have    regretted    that 

this  should  be  the  case.     At  any  rate,  even 

had  she  regretted  it,  she  would  not  have 

smarted^  and  been  humbled  and  mortified, 

and   made  at  times  sullenly  angry  by  it. 

But  as  it  was,  she  had  so  much  time  to 

brood    over    the   lack   in    herself    of    the 

qualities  and  qualifications  which  Ted  held 

in  highest    esteem  in  woman.     He   would 

admire  openly  slim,  graceful  women  whose 

delicate     proj)ortions     made     her     finely 

formed    but   rather   massive    figure    seem 

big  and  out-sized.     He  would  rave  about 

the  beauty  of  tiny,  dainty  little  hands  and 

feet,  and  candidly    admit   that   he   would 

give  a  good  deal  when  he  had  a  headache 

35* 
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to  feel  cool,  slim  fingers,  light  as  a 
butterfly's  wing,  fluttering  over  his  fore- 
head. On  one  of  these  occasions  she  had 
yearningly  and  pathetically,  but,  oh,  so 
foolishly,  laid  her  hand  with  all  the  tender- 
ness she  felt  upon  his  hot  brow,  and  he 
had  jerked  his  head  away,  telling  her  that 
her  hands  "  were  nice  useful  ones,  but  that 
was  not  the  sort  of  thing  he  meant." 

Another  point  on  which  he  scraped  her 
sensibilities  was  that  of  dress.  For  years 
she  had  adopted  a  more  matronly  style  of 
dress  than  pleased  his  taste.  If  she  had 
been  matronly  in  black  velvet  and  diamonds 
he  would  not  have  minded  it  so  much.  But 
as  he  did  not  give  her  the  money  wherewith 
to  procure  the  black  velvet  and  diamonds, 
she  had  to  be  contented  with  black  serge  or 
some  other  lustreless  material,  and  a  brooch 
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which  rather  accentuated  than  relieved  the 
sombreness  of  her  attire. 

"You  get  yourself  up  like  a  grand- 
mother," he  said  to  her  once,  and  she  let 
herself  reply : 

"  I  probably  should  have  been  one  if  I 
had  done  my  duty  to  my  daughter,  instead 
of  leaving  her  with  a  slur  upon  her  name." 

"  It's  rather  late  in  the  day  to  taunt  me 
with  what  was  after  all  quite  as  much  your 
fault  as  mine.  You  were  older  than  I  was 
and  ought  to  have  been  wiser,"  he  retorted, 
and  then  with  a  passionate  burst  of  tears, 
she  implored  his  forgiveness,  and  confessed 
that  she  had  been  the  faultier  and  more 
foolish  of  the  two. 

It  was  a  miserable  state  of  things,  and  it 
was  poor  comfort  to  her  to  know  that  hers 
was    the  common  case.     By  their  mutual 
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disgrace  he  had  lost  much  that  he  valued 
in  life  and  gained  nothing  but  her,  and  for 
many  a  long  day  he  had  counted  this  gain 
as  his  greatest  loss.  He  had  loved  her  so 
exhaustively  when  he  had  no  right  to  do  so, 
that  when  it  became  his  duty  he  had  no 
stock  of  love  left.  The  zest  had  been  in  the 
present,  in  the  hair-breadth  escapes,  in  the 
excitement  and  opposition.  As  soon  as 
there  was  no  more  risk,  no  more  conceal- 
ments to  be  practised,  no  more  finesse 
required,  she  fell  flat  upon  the  nerves  that 
had  once  been  in  a  high  state  of  tension 
constantly  about  her.  This  had  been  the 
case  especially  since  he  had  known  May 
Meredith  and  allowed  himself  to  be 
entangled  by  her  evident  liking  for  him. 
Indifference  was  fast  becomino-  aversion 
towards  his  wife,  and  she,  poor  woman,  saw 
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that  it  was  so,  and  in  bitterness  of  spirit  and 
contrition  knew  that  she  was  only  receiving 
her  just  reward  for  having  outraged  the 
laws  of  God  and  man. 

He  happened  to  be  standing  at  the  door 
when  Miss  Meredith's  telegram  arrived,  and 
without  a  moment's  hesitation  he  opened  it, 
though  it  was  addressed  to  his  wife.  Its 
contents  startled  him  painfully  and  puzzled 
him  much.  "  How  had  May  got  hold  of 
the  fact  of  Ella  being  his  wife's  child  ?  How 
had  she  learnt  the  odious  truth  that  there 
was  a  genuine  wife,  a  real  Mrs.  Greg  at  all  ?  " 
He  asked  himself  these  questions  angrily  as 
he  sprang  into  the  room  where  Marian  was 
seated  at  her  sewing-machine,  and  the  angry 
glow  on  his  face  and  the  fire  in  his  eyes 
prepared  her  for  something  unpleasant. 

"  What  the  devil  does  this  mean,  Marian  ?" 
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he  began,  impatiently  throwing  the  telegram 
down  before  her.  All  kindness,  all  con- 
sideration, all  sympathy  for  her,  were 
banished  by  his  furious  disgust  at  May 
having  discovered  that  he  was  a  married 
man.  He  waited  trembling  with  wrath 
while  the  unhappy  mother  read  and  grasped 
the  meaninw  of  the  teles^ram,  and  when  she 
rose  up  sobbing,  "  I  must  go  to  my  child, 
to  my  darling,  at  once,"  he  asked  again 
impatiently  : 

"  What  the  devil  does  it  mean  ?  You 
haven't  been  base  enouo'h  to  write  and 
insult  Miss  Meredith  by  telling  her  that  I'm 
married  to  you,  have  you  ?  " 

"What  does  it  matter  now,  when  my 
child  may  be  dying  ?  "  she  sobbed,  trying  to 
pass  him.  Then,  as  he  laid  a  detaining  hand 
on  her  arm,  she  went  on  : 
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*'  No,  no,  I  never  wrote  to  her  or  tried 
to  see  her.  She  came  here  and  found  it  out 
for  herself,  and  my  child  was  with  her.  I 
knew  my  darling  and  told  her  in  my 
agitation  that  I  was  her  mother,  and  she 
was  frightened  and  wouldn't  believe  me. 
But  now  she  calls  for  me  and  I  must  go." 

"  It  will  be  a  ghastly  insult  to  Miss 
Meredith,"  he  muttered  ;  and  she  dried  her 
eyes  and  spoke  proudly  : 

"  Miss  Meredith  is  a  woman ;  she  will 
forget  that  I  am  the  wife  of  a  man  who  has 
behaved  basely  to  her,  and  remember  only 
that  I  am  Ella's  mother." 


CHAPTEE  n. 

'A     HAED     TASK. 

Happily  for  the  preservation  of  her  com- 
posure May  Meredith  was  thinking  of  Ella 
and  Ella  only,  when  Mrs.  Greg  reached 
Belhaven.  It  had  been  the  intention  of  the 
young  mistress  of  the  house  to  keep  out  of 
the  way  of  the  woman  whom  she  had  unin- 
tentionally wronged,  the  wife  whom  she  had 
in  all  innocence  supplanted  in  Ted  Greg's 
affections.  But  when  the  crucial  moment 
came.  May  had  forgotten  everything  saving 
that  it  was  a  mother  who  had  come  to  her 
probably  dying  child,  and  so  as  Mrs.  Greg 
stepped,  half  dazzled  and  giddy  with 
suspense  and  fatigue,  into  the  lighted  hall, 
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it  was  May's  arm  that  supported  her,  and 
May's  voice  that  said  : 

"  Thank  God  you  are  here.  She  will  get 
better  now  I  feel — she  does  nothing  but  cry 
for  her  mother." 

On  her  side  Mrs.  Greg  had  determined 
to  hold  aloof  as  much  as  was  com- 
patible with  common  gratitude  from  the 
forward  young  woman  who  had  chased  her 
(Mrs.  Greg's)  husband  into  the  fastness  of  his 
own  home.  She  would  say  nothing  she  had 
resolved  that  could  recall  Miss  Meredith's 
mistake  and  humiliation  to  the  latter,  but 
she  would  abstain  from  anything  that  might 
be  taken  for  cordiality  or  for  condonation 
of  the  girl's  grave  offence. 

But  when  May  met  her  with  those  words 
of  thankfulness  and  hope,  the  mother's  love 
obliterated  the  wife's  resentment,  and  she 
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drew  May's  unwilling  young  form  close  to 
her  heart  in  a  fond  hug. 

"  Bless  you,  Miss  Meredith ;  you  have 
done  a  thing  that  must  bring  a  blessing  on 
your  head  in  giving  my  child  back  to  me, 
for  now  I  will  never  let  her  go  again.  God 
will  be  good  and  give  me  her  love,  and  I 
will  never  forfeit  that  for  any  other." 

"  Come  at  once,"  was  all  May  could 
answer,  for  this  implied  willingness  to 
surrender  Ted  was  a  thing  that  passed  all 
understanding.  She  had  nearly  succeeded 
in  blotting  him  out  of  her  own  heart  she 
believed,  because  to  retain  him  would  be 
criminal.  But  that  the  woman  with  the 
right  to  him  should  be  capable  of  contem- 
plating the  renunciation  of  him  was  simply 
appalling. 

Together  they  went  up  the  stairs,  passed 
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the  sheets  steeped  in  disinfecting  fluid 
which  were  hung  up  between  the  little  side 
corridor  in  which  Ella's  bed  and  dressing- 
room  were  situated  and  the  rest  of  the 
house.  Everything  was  exquisitely  orderly, 
clean,  fresh,  and  quiet.  If  Ella  had  been 
the  mistress  of  the  house,  the  servants 
could  not  have  crept  about  more  noise- 
lessly. 

"  You  are  more  than  good  to  my  child," 
Mrs.  Greg  whispered,  as  they  paused  for  a 
moment  at  the  door  of  the  sick  room,  to 
which  the  white-capped,  white-aproned 
hospital  nurse  advanced  with  a  cheerful 
countenance  to  meet  them,  and  command 
that  "  Mrs.  Greg  should  lay  aside  her  out- 
door garments  before  entering  the  infected 
chamber."  She  tried  to  obey,  but  she  had 
caught  a  glimpse  of  a  tossing  little  form  on 
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the  bed,  and  the  grasp  she  gave  at  her  cloak 
and  bonnet-strings  merely  tightened  their 
fastenings.  It  was  May's  hands  that  lightly 
lifted  off  the  out-door  attire,  May's  soft,  firm 
touch  that  smoothed  the  hair  that  had 
grown  to  look  rough  and  unkempt  during 
the  journe}",  and  May's  kind  strong  arm 
that  held  the  weeping  woman  up  in  her 
first  paroxysm  of  distress  at  finding  her 
child  worn  to  a  shadow,  and  burnt  up  with 
fever  and  delirium. 

"  If  my  death  can  secure  your  happiness 
I  will  pray  to  die  with  my  child,"  she 
moaned,  and  May,  who  did  not  dare  to  re- 
lax her  self-control  for  an  instant,  replied 
almost  coldly : 

"  Pray  to  live  for  Ella's  sake  and  mine,  if 
you  really  feel  kindly  towards  me.  I  have 
had  a  rough  awakening  from  a  bad  dream  ; 
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I  don't  want  to  go  through  the  anguish  of 
such  a  dream  and  awakening  again.  Let 
me  forget  everything  that  can  stand  between 
Ella's  mother  and  myself." 

"  You  are  good  and  strong,"  Mrs.  Greg 
said  quietly,  but  to  herself  she  added,  "  She 
has  no  trouble  in  ruling  her  love  by  her 
reason !  Oh,  Ted !  yet  after  all  you  pre- 
ferred her  to  me ;  prudence  has  more  charms 

for  you  than  passion." 

***** 

For  a  few  days  after  Lady  St.  Austle's 
funeral  the  widower  mourned  in  solitude. 
Then  Guy  and  his  wife  came  to  try  and 
comfort  him,  and  out  of  the  gratefulness  of 
his  heart  Sir  Walter  tried  to  take  an  interest 
in  life  again.  He  had  been  so  absorbed  in 
his  own  grief,  in  the  discomfiture  and  up- 
setting of  all  his  plans,  in  his  amazement  at 
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finding  that  the  strongly-built,  healthy, 
beautiful  wife,  of  whom  he  had  been  so 
proud,  had  laid  down  her  arms  and  capitu- 
lated at  the  first  touch  of  disease,  that  he 
had  asked  nothing,  heard  nothing,  cared 
nothing  concerning  his  neighbours.  While 
Laura  had  lived,  while  he  could  still  hang 
on  to  hope,  it  had  been  necessary  to  him  to 
pour  forth  his  feelings  to  someone,  and  he 
selected  Ella  as  the  repository  of  them.  But 
now  feeling  seemed  dead  within  him,  and 
he  gave  no  thought  to  the  poor  little  re- 
pository of  his  anxieties. 

Heavy  rains  and  generally  dispiriting 
weather  had  set  in,  and  consequently  the 
trio  at  Trelyn  Towers  were  very  much 
concentred  in  themselves  through  being 
immured  in  the  house.  The  fever  that  still 
raged  in  the  locality  frightened  the  servants 
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out  of  their  ordinary  straying  and  gossiping 
proclivities,  and  kept  them  in  their  grooves 
of  duty.  The  same  cause  kept  the  doctor 
too  fully  occupied  to  admit  of  his  having 
time  to  pay  unprofessional  visits ;  accord- 
ingly after  Laura's  death,  as  there  was  no 
one  ill  at  Trelyn  Towers,  he  steered  clear 
of  Sir  Walter.  These  various  causes 
combined  to  keep  Walter  in  ignorance  of 
Ella's  illness,  and  made  him  appear  to 
May  Meredith  to  be  heartlessly  apathetic 
about  it. 

One  day  she  went  out  for  a  ride  alone, 
and  as  she  rode  through  the  quiet  roads 
around  Belhaven,  roads  on  which  you  rarely 
met  anything  more  interesting  than  a 
waggoner  and  his  team,  a  fish  cart,  or  a 
butcher   boy,  her   mind  was   dwelling   on 

some    of    those    inequalities    between   the 
VOL.  III.  36 
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sexes  which  have  disturbed  stroncjer  femi- 
nine  minds  than  hers. 

Naturally  the  consideration  of  her  own 
case  occupied  much  of  her  time.  After 
all,  what  had  she  done  that  she  should  feel 
such  shame  and  remorse  as  she  had  been 
feeling  for  many  a  long  month  on  account 
of  Mr.  Greg  ?  He  had  sought  her  and  shown 
more  than  a  warm  liking  for  her,  as  openly 
as  if  he  had  not  been  committina:  a  rank 
offence  against  two  women,  his  wife  and  her- 
self, by  so  showing  it.  He  had  acted  a  long- 
lying  part  so  cleverly,  that  she  had  never 
once  suspected  him  to  be  a  rascal  for 
playing  it.  He  had  fed  her  love  with  such 
looks  and  words,  such  actions  and  promises, 
as  had  made  it  a  strong,  lusty  thing  !  He 
had  made  her  feel  that  the  beautiful  home 
she  had  always  loved  so  dearly  was  but  a 
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barren  place  without  him,  and  that  the 
pursuits  in  which  she  had  once  revelled  with 
healthy,  hearty  zest  were  dull  and  tame 
when  they  were  not  shared  by  him.  He  had 
so  acted  that  she  had  a  feeling  of  shame 
about  herself,  a  humbling  desire  to  keep  the 
intercourse  she  had  held  secret  from  all  her 
old  friends  and  neighbours,  for  fear  they 
should  despise  her,  and  speak  of  her  con- 
temptuously among  themselves  as  a  girl 
who  had  been  lightly  won,  and  only  saved 
from  shame  by  an  accident,  and  through  no 
prudence  of  her  own.  And  all  the  while 
she  was  undergoing  this  punishment  for  the 
offence  of  his  duplicity  he  was  going  on 
unabashed,  as  if  nothing  had  happened, 
living  the  same  life  he  had  lived  before  he 
knew  her,  exacting  the  safne  dutiful  atten- 
tion and  regard  from  his  wife  as  if  he  had 

36* 


36  UTTERLY  MISTAKEN. 

never  set  a  rival  above  her  in  his  heart,  and 
being  welcomed  just  as  heartily  by  people 
who  were  pleased  to  have  him  at  their 
houses,  as  if  he  had  never  wrecked  a  good 
girl's  happiness ! 

In  thinking  these  thoughts  it  must  be 
admitted  that  May  took  a  great  deal  too 
much  for  granted.  In  reality  Mr.  Greg 
was  not  so  callous  about  her  sufferings  as 
she  chose  to  imagine  him.  Nor  were  the 
relations  between  his  wife  so  cheerfully 
amicable  as  May  jealously  conjectured  them 
to  be.  Nor  was  his  conscience  so  heart- 
lessly at  rest  as  she  presumed  it  was.  He 
had  been  a  great  sinner,  but  he  was  not 
entirely  unpunished  though  he  did  belong 
to  the  nobler  sex. 

From  herself  her  thoughts  reverted  to 
Ella  Poynter.  How  fearlessly  and  kindly  the 
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girl  had  gone  out  and  proffered  her 
sympathy  and  faced  the  danger  which 
had  eventually  overtaken  her  in  the  cause 
of  consoling  Sir  Walter  St.  Austle  when 
the  latter  craved  for  sympathy.  Now  Ella 
was  ill  and  incapable  of  giving  either 
sympathy  or  comfort  to  anyone,  and  what 
did  the  man  do  who  had  brought  the 
calamity  upon  her  ?  Stayed  away  !  and 
did  not  even  trouble  his  head  to  enquire 
how  she  fared ! 

She  had  ridden  close  up  to  the  lodge- 
gates  of  Trelyn  Towers  by  the  time  her 
thoughts  reached  this  point,  and  a  sudden 
revulsion  of  feeling  assailed  her  as  she  saw 
Sir  Walter  come  out  accompanied  by  his 
brother.  The  widower  looked  grave,  but 
not  inconsolably  sad ;  in  fact  his  face  was 
rather  animated  at  the  moment,  for  he  had 
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just  been  discussing  with  Guy  the  advis- 
ability of  building  a  new  pheasantry,  and  of 
putting  some  hundreds  of  young  trout  into 
the  lake.  His  eyes  glistened  when  he 
caught  sight  of  May,  and  she  saw  that  his 
gaze  wandered  behind  her  as  if  in  search 
of  someone  else. 

"  You're  coming  in  to  call  on  Guy's  wife. 
May,  aren't  you  ?  "  he  said  eagerly. 

May  shook  her  head.  She  was  sorry 
that  he  had  lost  his  wife,  but  at  the  same 
time  she  felt  a  human  and  womanly  desire 
to  punish  him  for  his  indijQference  about 
Ella. 

"  I  don't  think  it  would  be  quite  safe  !  " 
she  said  drawing  her  horse  a  few  paces 
away  from  the  two  men,  and  as  Sir  Walter's 
face  fell  Guy  answered  for  him  : 

"  You  needn't  be  alarmed.  May ;  every- 
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thing  that  sanitation  can  do  has  been  done  ; 
there  is  absolutely  no  fear  of  infection." 

"I'm  not  afraid  for  myself,"  the  girl  said 
quietly ;  "  Walter  knows  that  neither  I 
— nor  Ella  Poynter — were  ever  afraid  for 
ourselves." 

"  For  whom  are  you  afraid  then  ?  "  Guy 
asked. 

"  For  you  and  your  wife — and  Walter." 

"  Don't  be  absurd,  come  in,"  Walter  said 
impatiently ;  he  had  utterly  failed  not 
only  to  grasp  but  even  to  suspect  her 
meaning. 

"  No — I  won't  have  it  on  my  conscience, 
though  the  doctors  says  the  infectious  stage 
is  not  reached  yet,  at  least  the  most 
infectious  stage  is  not  yet  reached  I  should 
say,  for  there  are  no  signs  of  recovery 
shown  yet." 
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"  No  signs  of  recovery  shown  by  whom  ?  " 
A  look  of  understanding  and  alarm  flashed 
into  Walter's  blue  eyes  as  he  spoke. 

"  By  Ella— poor  child  !  " 

''Ella!  EUaiU?" 

"  So  ill  that  she  may — she  may  die,** 
May  gulped  out,  the  tears  of  sorrow  and 
anger  starting  from  her  eyes,  "  and  you 
have  never  taken  the  trouble  to  enquire 
for  her." 

"You  haven't  thought — you  couldn't 
have  thought,  she  doesn't  think  that  I  knew  ? 
Ella  ill !  dear,  little,  sweet  friend  that  she 
has  been  to  me " 

"  She  doesn't  know,  she  can't  think  any- 
thing," May  said  forgivingly.  His  evident 
distress  softened  her  heart  and  judgment 
towards  this  special  male  defaulter  at 
once. 
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"I  shall  go  back  with  you,"  he  insisted. 
"  Come  in  and  speak  to  Guy's  wife  while 
my  horse  is  being  saddled." 

"  Mrs.  Guy  must  talk  to  me  from  the 
window  if  I  go  up  to  the  house,"  May 
declared ;  "  and  Walter,  it's  no  use  your 
going  back  with  me.  You  can't  see  her, 
no  one  is  let  see  her  now  but  the  nurses 
and  her  mother." 

"  Her  mother !  "  Guy  exclaimed. 

"  Yes,  her  mother,"  May  said  boldly, 
but  blushing  a  little  ;  "  you  know  of  course 
who  her  mother  was — and  is  ?  I  sent  for  her 
when  Ella  began  to  be  dangerously  ill,  and 
how  her  mother's  love  has  struggled  to  save 
Ella  !  Don't  look  stern  and  superior,  Guy  ; 
Mrs.  Greg  may  have  been  a  faulty  wife,  I 
for  one  don't  know  how  far  Mr.  Poynter 
tried  her,  but  she's  a  real  true  woman,  and 
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such  a  loving  mother  that  God  will  be 
more  lenient  to  her  offences  than  man  has 
been,  I'm  sure." 

"Because  she  shows  common  humanity 
and  comes  to  nurse  her  daughter  at  this 
late  hour  of  the  day  of  her  life  ?  " 

"  Not  only  because  of  that,  but  because 
of  so  many  other  things,"  May  retorted 
warmly;  "it  wasn't  pleasant  to  Ella's 
mother  to  come  to  my  house  for  reasons 
you  can  guess,  even  if  you  don't  know 
them." 

"  I  didn't  mean  to  hurt  your  feehngs, 
May,"  Guy  said  apologetically,  "  but  I  am 
an  old-fashioned  fellow  in  many  respects, 
I  know,  and  I  think  the  women  who  have 
gone  off  the  straight  road  as  Mrs.  Greg  has 
gone  should  hold  aloof  from  good  girls  like 
yourself,  if  the  good  girls  haven't  the  hard- 
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ness  to  pass  by  on  the  other  side  on  their 
own  account." 

"  Why,  you're  harder  than  a  woman, 
Guy." 

"  I  have  a  stake  in  the  domestic 
moralty  of  the  country.  I  am  a  married 
man,  remember,"  he  answered,  with  a  weird 
attempt  at  a  smile. 

"  And  so  you  think   you  protect   your 

own  wife  by  being  pitiless  to  other  women 

who    have    been   found    out"    May    said 

cynically.      She    was    ready    to    go     any 

lengths  in   her  defence  of  Mrs.  Greg,  the 

woman  of  w^hom  she  was  so  deadly  jealous 

that  she  felt  her  jealousy  to  be  worse  than 

any  crime   Mrs.  Greg  had  been  guilty  of 

for  love. 

***** 

"May  Meredith  is  a  quixotically  wrong- 
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headed  little  fool,"  Guy  said  to  his  brother 
when  speaking  of  this  passage  at  arms 
later  on ;  "  she's  trying  to  salve  her  con- 
science about  her  infatuation  for  that 
blackguard  Greg,  by  taking  up  the  cudgels 
in  defence  of  his  wife.  I  don't  want  Mabel 
to  be  brought  in  contact  with  that  woman, 
the  shadow  of  her  sin  stood  between  my 
wife  and  me  for  many  a  year." 

"  That  was  because  you  taught  Mabel  to 
think  you  a  greater  prig  than  you  could 
ever  possibly  be." 

"  No  one  knows  what  a  prig  he  may 
become  till  the  taint  comes  near  his  own 
women-kind.  Besides,  I  hate  to  feel  that 
my  wife  bore  Poynter's  irksome  yoke 
patiently  for  years,  and  the  other  woman 
had  the  pluck  to  throw  it  off  because  she 
found  it  unendurable.    In  fact,  Walter,  I've 
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done  what  I  vowed  from  a  boy  I  never 
would  do.  I've  married  a  woman  with  a 
past,  not  only  with  a  past  of  her  own,  but 
with  another  woman's  past  hanging  on  to 
her,  and  it's  confoundedly  unpleasant." 

"  I  suppose  you  went  into  it  with  your 
eyes  open,  and,  after  all,  you  haven't  been  a 
saint  yourself,  Guy,  any  more  than  I 
have ! " 

"My  eyes  were  open  enough,  but  we 
all  see  thinofs  in  a  different  licfht  after  we're 
married  to  what  we  saw  them  in  before," 
Guy  grumbled,  and  in  uttering  this  truism 
he  dug  down  to  the  root  of  the  evil. 
Clear-sightedness  concerning  the  beloved 
object  is  denied  !to  each  one  of  us  until 
holy  matrimony  makes  us  clairvoyant, 
until  custom,  monotony,  and  a  certain 
sense  of  security  makes  us  careless  about 
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curbing  our  own  faults,  and  intolerant  to 
the  faults  we  blinked  and  winked  at  before 
the  legal  knot  was  tied.  "  Marriage  is  the 
grave  of  romance,"  is  a  truism  that  is  con- 
stantly sjDoken.  It  may  be  added  that,  in 
the  majority  of  cases,  it  is  also  the  grave 
of  forbearance,  of  unselfishness,  and  of  that 
flattering  desire  to  please  which  as  much 
as  anj^thing  inflamed  their  hearts  to  love. 

There  was  certainly  no  very  overwhelm- 
ing desire  to  please  his  wife  in  Guy  St. 
Austle's  mind  just  now.  He  thought  he  was 
studying  her  highest  welfare  in  thwarting  her 
wish  to  go  and  show  kindness  and  sympathy 
to  the  anxious,  harassed  mother  of  the  sick 
girl.  Association  on  terms  of  equality  and 
familiarity  with  women  who  have  set  the 
world's  opinion  at  defiance  by  kicking  over 
the  matrimonial   traces   must,  he    argued. 
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have  a  deteriorating,  if  not  an  actually  de- 
moralising, effect  on  other  tender-hearted 
women.    If  Mabel  had  been  cast  in  a  sternl}-- 
severe  mould,  and  had  further  been  addicted 
to  snubbing  her  erring  fellow-creatures,  he 
would  not  have  interposed  to  preserve  Mrs. 
Greg  from  a  justly-deserved  jeremiad.    But 
as  it  was,  he  knew  too  well  what  a  sensi- 
tively-warm, sympathetic  nature  Mabel  was 
endowed  with,  how  harshly  she  was  always 
ready  to  judge   herself,  how  leniently  she 
looked    upon   the    slips   and   stumbles   of 
others.      It  was  his  duty,  he  told  himself, 
to  keep  her  from  compromising  herself  by 
shewing  co-reliability  and  Christian  feeling 
to  a  woman  who  had  let  her  loving  heart 
mislead  her  to  her  endless  discomfort,  dis- 
grace, and  remorse.     Accordingly  he  told 
her  decisively  that  she  was  not  to  dream 
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of  going  to  enquire  for  Ella  Poynter ; 
and  when  she  reminded  him  that  she  had 
treated  Ella  as  her  own  daughter  for 
years,  and  therefore  could  not  justify  her- 
self to  either  her  God  or  her  conscience 
for  being  neglectful  of  the  girl,  he  replied  : 
"  You  must  let  me  be  3'our  conscience, 
dear,  in  this  matter.  I  wouldn't  oppose 
your  seeing  Ella  for  a  moment,  you  know 
that,  if  it  were  not  for  her  mother  being 
there,  apparently  an  honoured  guest  in 
May's  house.  I  don't  approve  of  the 
canonisation  of  vice  just  because  it  hap- 
pens to  display  a  little  natural  feeling  at 
a  late  hour  of  the  day.  Probably  Mrs. 
Greg  has  grown  tired  of  the  man  for  whom 
she  left  her  child  ;  so  she  thinks  she  may 
as  well  turn  on  the  tap  of  maternal  feeling 
in  her  old  age." 
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"  There  has  never  been  anything  arti- 
ficial about  her ;  she  has  been  eminently, 
disinterestedly,  ruinously  real,'"  Mrs.  St. 
Austle  pleaded,  but  Guy  only  smiled  in 
scornful  dissent,  and  was  not  moved  by 
the  appeal  from  his  resolve  for  a  moment. 

"  How  honourable  he  is,  and  how  hard ! " 
his  wife  thought,  the  first  time  he  opposed 
her  more  generous  impulses.  Afterwards  she 
got  into  the  habit  of  thinking,  "  How  hard 
he  is  ! "  only,  and  of  entirely  forgetting 
that  he  was  not  one  jot  or  tittle  more 
honourable  in  his  hardness  than  when  he 
first  told  her  he  wanted  her  for  his  wife ; 
and  she  dreaded  acceding  to  his  wishes  be- 
cause of  the  rigour  of  his  views.  She  had 
esteemed  and  honoured  him  for  holding 
those   views   then,   when    they   could    not 

exercise  any  power   of   control   over  her. 
VOL.  Ill,  37 
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But  now  that  she  was  compelled  either  to 
defer  to  them  or  to  oppose  and  so  seriously 
annoy  him,  she  found  the  friction  very 
hard  to  endure,  and  told  herself  she  would 
have  been  happier  in  a  less  perfect  air. 

"  You  find  the  task  of  pleasing  me  an 
arduous  one,  I'm  afraid." 

He  bent  over  her  and  kissed  her  on  the 
forehead  as  he  spoke,  but  the  caress  did 
not  blind  her  to  the  fact  that  he  meant  to 
have  his  way,  whether  she  found  it  a 
hard  one  to  travel  or  not. 

"A  younger  woman  with  a  less  fully- 
developed  will  than  mine  might  possibly 
fulfil  the  '  task '  more  gracefully." 

"  You  admit  that  it  is  a  '  task  '  ?  " 

"  I  am  sorry  you  used  the  word,  Guy." 


CHAPTER    HI. 

VERY    HUMAN. 

What  a  critical   moment   tliat  was   when 

Ella  first  opened  her  hollow  eyes  with  the 
light  of  restored  reason  in  them,  and  looked 
at  those  around  her  with  understanding. 

She  had,  after  weary  weeks  of  incessant, 
feverish,  spasmodic  motion,  sunk  into  a 
quiet  sleep — a  sleep  so  quiet,  indeed,  that 
her  mother  bent  over  her  in  a  frenzy  of  fear 
at  brief  intervals,  thinking  that  the  "  soul, 
the  body's  guest,"  had  indeed  departed. 
But  at  last,  at  that  blissful  hour  when 
nature  seems  to  be  at  its  strongest,  at 
sunrise,  Ella  opened  her  eyes,  drew  a  deep 
breath  of  satisfaction,  and  asked  : 
"  Where  have  I  been,|mother  ?  " 
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May  Meredith,  standing  in  a  state  of 
strained  expectancy  at  the  foot  of  the  bed, 
fell  back  out  of  sight  at  once,  choking  with 
emotion,  and  "  sniffins^  like  a  cadging;  old 
washerwoman,"  Ella  told  her  afterwards. 
It  seemed  to  May  too  touching,  beautiful, 
and  extraordinary  to  be  true,  that  Ella 
should  at  once  on  coming  back  from  the 
Valley  of  the  Shadow  of  Death  recognise 
and  confess  her  mother  !  But  to  Mrs.  Greg 
it  seemed  quite  natural  and  in  the  order  of 
things.  She  had  so  impregnated  the  mental 
atmosphere  around  her  with  love  for  her 
daughter  that  she  knew  that  the  great  God 
who  is  love  Himself,  would  turn  that  daugh- 
ter's heart  towards  her  with  the  first  ray  of 
returning  reason.  So  there  was  no  agitation 
or  excitement  in  the  tone  in  which  she 
answered : 
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"You  have  been  here  at  Belhaven  all 
the  time,  m}'  darling,  and  I  have  been  with 
you." 

"  Kiss  me !  "  Ella  commanded  briefly,  and 
when  her  command  had  been  obeyed  rap- 
turously, she  whispered  : 

"  I  haven't  been  here  all  the  time  ;  I've 
been  through  such  lovely  lands  of  flowers, 
and  you  were  there,  too,  mother.  We  were 
so  wonderfully  happy — you,  I,  and  Walter." 

"  Sweet  dreams,  dear,  mercifully  sent  to 
you  to  ease  your  pain.  You  must  be  quiet 
now,  when  you  have  spoken  one  little  word 
of  gratitude  to  Miss  Meredith." 

"  Thanks,  dear  May,"  Ella  murmured ; 
then  she  looked  past  May,  and  asked  : 

"  May  he  come  and  see  me  ?  " 

"He!  Whom?"  Mrs.  Greg  asked, 
looking  at  May. 
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"  I  tliink  she  means  Sir  Walter  St. 
Austle,"  May  explained  confusedly  ;  "  she 
caught  the  fever  from  him — I  mean,  he 
gave  it  to  her  coming  straight  from  his  wife 
who — who  had  it  so  badly,  you  know,"  she 
went  on  in  an  agony,  fearing  the  effect  of 
any  untowardly  sudden  disclosure  upon  Ella. 

"  Oh,  Sir  Walter  St.  Austle !  the  brother  of 
the  man  who  married  Mrs.  Poynter  ?  "  Mrs. 
Greg  said,  putting  on  a  little  bit  of  armour 
at  once.  The  brother  of  the  man  who  had 
married  Mrs.  Poynter  could  never  be  a 
satisfactory  friend  for  the  daughter  of  J^irs. 
Poynter's  unfortunate  and  disgraced  pre- 
decessor. 

"  He  was  here  yesterday  enquiring  for 
you,"  May  resumed  hurriedly  ;  "  he  will 
come  again  to-da}',  and  will  be  so  glad 
when  I  tell  him  about  you " 
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"  She  must  have  some  milk  and  brandy 
now,  and  not  listen  to  any  more  society 
talk,"  Mrs.  Greg  said,  gently  but  firmly, 
and  jealously  pressing  May  out  of  her 
position  by  Ella's  side.  It  was  intolerable 
to  the  mother  that  now  in  the  very  first 
moment  of  regaining  her  child  the  shadow 
of  a  man  should  be  cast  between  them. 
She  looked  so  reproachfully  at  Miss 
Meredith  that  the  latter  smarted  afresh 
under  the  mortifying  conviction  that  Mrs. 
Greg  would  never  realise  how  absolutely 
innocent  she  (May)  had  been  in  the  afiair 
with  Mrs.  Greg's  careless  husband. 

"  She  has  held  her  hand  against  me  on 
account  of  Ella,"  May  thought,  as  she  went 
quickly  from  the  room  ;  "  but  she  will  never 
forgive  me,  never  ! — any  more  than  I  would 
ever  forgive  any  wretch  of  a  woman  who 
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took   his  love   from  me,"   she  added,  with 
sudden  passion. 

It  became  apparent  to  his  brother  and 
sister-in-law  soon  after  this  that  the 
sharpest  part  of  the  pain  Sir  Walter  felt 
for  the  death  of  his  wife  and  the  enforced 
deprivation  of  her  flattering  companionship, 
was  being  soothed  away,  or  dulled  rather, 
by  his  anxiety  to  be  assured  that  Ella  was 
out  of  danger  and  to  see  her  again.  He 
was  hardly  conscious  himself  of  the  depth 
of  the  distress  he  had  felt  when  first  he 
heard  of  the  dangerous  character  of  the 
girl's  illness.  And  he  was  entirely  uncon- 
scious of  the  way  he  gave  himself  away  on 
the  subject  at  every  turn  to  his  keenly 
perceptive  relatives.  It  was  a  perfectly 
futile   proceeding    on  his   part  to  attempt 
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to  throw  a  particle  of  dust  in  their  eyes 
after  the  revelation  he  had  made  in  ex- 
pression and  manner  during  that  inter- 
view with  May  Meredith,  which  has  been 
recorded.  His  visits  to  his  wife's  grave, 
which  had  been  duly  and  daily  made  for 
a  few  weeks,  grew  intermittent.  The 
wreaths  and  crosses  of  white  hot-house 
flowers,  which  had  been  the  work  of  his 
own  hands  for  a  while,  were  now  more 
frequently  made  by  Mrs.  Guy  St.  Austle 
than  by  the  widower.  When  he  thought 
of  Laura  he  loved  and  admired  and 
lamented  her  as  warmly  as  ever,  but,  as 
a  matter  of  fact,  he  did  not  think  of 
her  as  frequently  as  he  felt  he  ought  to 
do.  The  living  Ella  perpetually  inter- 
vened between  the  dead  Laura  and  him- 
self, and  his   efforts  to  keep  wp  a  mourn- 
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ing  mien  failed  very  soon  to  deceive  even 
himself. 

When  at  last  Ella's  convalescence  was 
a  pronounced  and  indisputable  fact,  when 
sanitation  had  done  its  all  to  purif}^  and 
destroy  all  the  germs  of  infection  at 
Belhaven,  when  the  barrier  of  prudence 
erected  by  Mrs.  Greg  had  no  longer  an 
excuse  for  existing,  he  waited  for  no  in- 
vitation, but  went  at  once  to  see  the 
little  friend  whom  he  had  nearly  destroyed 
in  his  careless  craving  for  sympathy. 

A  vague  expectation  of  finding  Ella 
alone  thrilled  him  all  the  time  as  he 
rode  over.  The  day  was  so  deliciously 
mild  and  sunny  that  it  was  only  reason- 
able to  suppose  a  woman  of  sense  would 
take  advantage  of  it  and  recoup  nerves 
which    had    been    exhausted    by    nursing, 
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with  exercise  and  open  air.  May  would 
certainly  be  out  riding,  and  so  he  would 
have  an  opportunity  of  telling  Ella  some  of 
the  grateful,  tender  thoughts  of  her  which 
were  filling  his  heart. 

He  had  no  thought  of  making  love  or 
proposing  to  her.  He  was  striving  hard  to 
think  of  himself  as  a  lonely  and  bereft  man 
for  the  remainder  of  his  days.  But  all  the 
same  he  longed  to  see  Ella  untrammelled  by 
the  presence  of  other  people,  and  loyally  as 
he  strove  to  keep  his  bereft  condition 
uppermost  in  his  mind,  he  looked  more 
cheerful  than  resigned  when  his  eyes 
lighted  on  the  brightly  expectant,  pleasure- 
flushed  face  of  his  little  friend. 

It  was  disappointing  to  him  for  a  moment 
to  find  Mrs.  Greg  installed  at  her  daughter's 
side,  placidly  knitting   a  stocking  for   the 
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finely-formed  leg  of  her  absent  Ted.  It 
may  be  told  in  passing  that  it  was  one  of 
that  fastidious  gentleman's  numerous  fads 
to  tolerate  only  those  stockings  which  were 
knitted  by  his  wife.  She  had  been  wont  to 
regard  this  as  a  proof  of  affection,  and 
kej)t  her  mind  closed  against  the  entrance 
of  the  conviction  which  occasionally  assailed 
it  that  it  was  because  she  chose  a  more 
artistic  blend  of  colours  than  could  be  pur- 
chased in  the  ready-made  article  in  the 
shops. 

May,  too,  had  perversely  chosen  to 
remain  at  home  this  morning  instead  of 
going  for  her  usual  ride.  But  May,  he 
knew,  would  have  considerately  relieved 
him  of  her  presence  if  it  had  not  been  for 
Mrs.  Greg. 

He    felt    an    instinctive    dislike    to  the 
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motlier  of  the  girl  he  loved  as  soon  as  he 
saw  her.  "  It  was  this  woman,"  he  be- 
thought himself  angrily,  "  who  had  by  her 
selfish  indulgence  of  her  criminal  passion, 
brought  a  slur  upon  his  darling  little  friend's 
name."  He  had  only  lately  learnt  the  story. 
Guy  had  confided  it  to  him  with  many  sting- 
ing animadversions  on  the  culpable  woman's 
conduct,  and  many  biting  regrets  that  such 
conduct  would  inevitably  ruin  poor  Ella's 
matrimonial  prospects.  "  With  the  history 
of  her  mother  behind  her,  no  fellow  who 
respects  himself  will  marry  the  girl,"  Guy 
had  said  pungently  from  the  top  of  the  tower 
of  his  own  moral  strength.  And  though 
Walter  had  not  assented  to  this  dictum  he 
had  not  liked  it,  and  it  had  rankled  in  his 
mind. 

He    remembered    it    vividly  when  Mrs. 
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Greg  bowed  her  stately  head  stiffly  in 
acknowledgment  of  the  introduction  that 
was  hurriedly  effected  between  them.  What 
business  had  such  a  woman  to  come  into 
her  daughter's  life  just  now  and  try  to  mar 
it  more  than  she  had  done  already?  It 
was  clearly  Mrs.  Greg's  duty  to  have  effaced 
herself  and  left  poor  Ella  in  ignorance  of 
the  fatal  damaging  link  between  them. 
There  was  a  sparkle  in  his  eyes  and  a  flush 
on  his  forehead  that  betokened  annoyance, 
and  it  was  with  almost  a  coldly  haughty 
manner  that  he  turned,  after  a  silent  bow  to 
the  mother,  to  make  eager  enquiries  of  the 
daughter  about  her  past  sufferings  and 
present  welfare. 

"  I  have  always  felt  that  it  was  my  fault, 
my  selfish  indulgence  in  the  comfort  of 
coming  and  talking  to  you,  that  made  you 
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ill,"  he  said  in  a  low  tone,  bending  nearer 
to  her  than  Mrs.  Greg  liked.  "  And  when 
you  were  ill,  they  wouldn't  let  me  see  you. 
I  ought  to  have  been  privileged  to  help 
to  nurse  you  through  an  illness  you  owe 
to  me." 

"You  could  hardly  play  the  part  of 
sick-nurse  to  a  young  lady,"  Mrs.  Greg 
put  in  chillingly. 

"  It  would  have  been  too  funny  to  see 
you  in  a  white  cap  and  apron,"  Ella  said 
nervously.  The  suppressed  antagonism 
between  her  mother  and  the  man  who  was 
more  than  interesting,  more  than  other  men 
to  her,  made  her  feel  shaky  in  her  weak 
state. 

"  You  have  had  the  flowers  ?  I  picked 
them  myself  every  day,  since  I  knew  you 
were  ill !  You  have  had  them,  haven't  you?  " 
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Ella  looked  first  at  her  mother,  and  then 
at  May,  with  an  angry,  questioning  look, 
that  showed  she  thought  herself  unjustly 
treated. 

"  I  have  never  had  them  !  Why  have  I 
never  had  them  ?  "  she  said  impetuously. 

"  The  flowers  that  came  from  Trelyn 
Towers  were  all  highly  scented  hot -house 

flowers,  utterly  unfit  for  a  sick-room ! "' 

Mrs.  Greg  was  explaining,  when  Ella  in- 
terrupted pettishly : 

"  But  I  might  have  been  told  they  were 
sent  at  least." 

"You  shall  have  them  twice  a-day  in 
future,  to  make  up  for  having  been  de- 
prived of  them  in  the  past,""  he  said 
doggedly.  He  had  come  disposed  to  be 
"  very  stand-ofi'-the-grass,"  as  he  termed  it, 
with  Mrs.    Greg,    under  the  mistaken   im- 
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pression  that  she  would  be  terribly 
anxious  to  throw  her  daughter  at  his  head. 
Xow  that  he  found  her  the  reverse  of  this, 
he  felt  perversely  annoyed  with  her  for 
having  the  audacity  to  be  indifferent  to 
him.  She  was  more  than  indifferent,  in 
fact  she  was  positively  cool !  She,  a  woman 
with  a  past  that  ought  to  have  made  her 
humble  to  every  one,  and  a  slave  to  her 
daughter's  hghtest  whim  ! 

"  You  will  not  be  taxed  to  send  them  for 
long.  My  daughter  and  I  hope  to  get 
away  for  change  of  air,  as  soon  as  she 
can  travel,  and  that  I  trust  will  be  in  a 
very  few  days." 

"  Surely  }'0u   don't   mean    to    go    from 

here  ?     May,  you  can't  part  with  her,  can 

you  ? "    he  said,   ignoring  Mrs.    Greg   and 

appealing  defiantly  to  the  girls. 

VOL.  III.  38 
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*'I  shall  miss  Ella  dreadfully,  but  I 
can't  interfere  with  Mrs.  Greg's  plans. 
You  will  let  her  come  back  to  me  byand- 
by  though,  won't  you  ?  " 

There  was  almost  a  deferential  air,  Sir 
Walter  thought  disgustedly,  in  May's  tone 
towards  Mrs.  Greg.  He  had  always  re- 
garded May  as  being  such  a  highly  moral 
girl,  that  he  was  staggered  to  find  she  was 
treating  a  woman  who  had  erred,  and 
whose  error  might  interfere  with  the  easy 
fulfilment  of  his  own  desires,  with  suck 
perfect  respect.  He  flattered  himself  that 
he  was  "  not  a  narrow-minded  fellow,"  he 
had  always  been  most  liberally  lenient  to 
other  people's  stumbles  and  slips.  "But, 
hang  it  all,  when  a  thing  of  the  sort 
touches  a  woman  one's  fond  of,  and  injures 
her   in  the  estimation   of   the   world,    it's 
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about  time  to  make  a  stand  against  it,"  he 
thousjht. 

He  was  not  clear  in  his  mind  yet  how 
he  should  make  this  stand.  He  had 
arrived  at  the  knosvledge,  since  he  had 
been  in  the  room,  that  it  would  make 
him  very  unhappy  unless  he  could  keep 
Ella  near  him,  and  have  her  very  much 
to  himself.  How  he  was  going  to  do 
this  he  could  not  determine,  till — ! 
Well,  till  he  had  thought  the  matter 
over  seriously,  and  perhaps  discussed  it 
with  Guy.  But  in  the  interim  he  was 
very  sure  that  it  would  be  a  good 
thing  to  get  Ella  away  from  her  mother's 
influence. 

"  I  shall  come  and  take  you  out  for  your 

first  drive.     You'll  let  me  do   that,  won't 

you  ? "  he  asked,  bending  down  over  the 

38* 
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arm  of  Ella's  chair,  and  speaking  in  almost 
a  whisper. 

"  Yes,"  Ella  said  joyfully  aloud.  "  What 
will  you  drive  me  in  ?  " 

"  I've  just  got  a  new  thing — a  Nor- 
wegian cariole,  such  a  queer  little  afiair, 
there's  only  a  seat  for  one  besides  the 
driver.  It  looks  like  a  cross  between  a 
coffin  and  a  perambulator." 

"  Doesn't  sound  cheerful ;  I  don't  think 
I'll  go  in  it,"  Ella  laughed,  while  Mrs. 
Greg  put  in  with  grave  decision  : 

"  You  certainly  will  not  go  in  it,  dear ; 
if  there  is  only  room  for  one  besides 
the  driver,  that  one  must  not  be  my 
daughter  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  why,  mother  ?  You've  no  non- 
sensical notions  about  it's  not  being  proper, 
have  you  ?  " 
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"  The  notion  may  be  nonsensical,  but  I 
have  it." 

*'  In  this  part  of  the  country  we  think 
more  of  the  spirit  than  of  the  letter  of  the 
rules  of  conventionality  and  propriety," 
Sir  Walter  said  drily. 

"  I  am  more  anxious,  naturally,  than 
most  mothers  should  be,  that  my  daughter 
should  not  outrage  either,"  Mrs.  Greg 
replied,  looking  him  so  bravely  in  the  face 
that  he  felt  ashamed  of  the  side  thrust  he 
had  given  her,  while  at  the  same  time 
May,  who  was  growing  tired  of  the  razors 
that  were  flying  in  the  air,  started  up 
saying  : 

"I'm  sure  the  luncheon-bell  ought  to 
have  rung  before  now !  Mrs.  Greg,  do 
give  me  leave  to  have  EUa  wheeled  into 
the  dining-room  ?     You  must  stay,  Walter, 
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and  lunch  with  us,  in  honour   of  our  con- 
valescent's first  appearance  at  the  family- 
board  again." 

"  Thanks.  Then  I  may  wheel  you  in  ?  " 
he  said  heartil}',  and  to  Mrs.  Greg's 
chagrin  this  programme  was  carried  out. 
"I  have  just  won  my  child's  heart, 
and  this  man  will  take  it  from  me,"  she 
thought,  and  her  own  heart  grew  heavy 
with  the  reflection,  that  when  this  calamity 
came  to  pass  she  would  find  but  feeble 
compensation  in  the  slack  devotion  of 
the  man  who  had  been  the  idol  of  her 
life. 

"I  have  brought  it  upon  myself.  The 
burden  that  is  laid  upon  my  unworthy 
heart,  the  humbling  of  my  head  to  the 
dust,  is  my  punishment  for  that  heart's 
wantonness    and     that    head's    weakness," 


VEEY  HUMAN.  71 

she  told  herself  bitterly,  as  she  made  her 
way  slowly  upstairs  to  make  some  trifling 
change  in  her  toilet  for  luncheon.  "  His 
presence  already  has  made  her  brighter 
than  I  have  ever  seen  her  before.  He  will 
take  her — if  his  pride  will  let  him — and 
when  she  goes  to  him  she  will  go  from  me 
for  ever.  Oh,  Ted !  you  have  cost  me  ver}'- 
dear !  and  still  I  love  you  better  than  you'll 
ever  love  me  a^ain." 

"  Guy  and  his  wife  will  wonder  what  has 
become  of  me,"  Sir  Walter  said  as  they  sat 
down  to  luncheon. 

"  Guy  and  his  wife !  are  they  here  ? " 
Ella  asked,  colouring  faintly.  "  I  don't  care 
to  see  her,  but  I  should  like  to  see  your 
brother.  Ask  him  to  come  with  you  to- 
morrow if  he's  not  afraid  of  infection,  will 
you?" 
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"  She  takes  it  for  granted  he's  coming  to- 
morrow," Mrs.  Greg  thought  jealously,  and 
simultaneously  Walter  was  thinking  also 
jealously : 

"What  the  devil  does  she  want  to  see 
Guy  for  ?  I  remember  poor  Laura  used  to 
fancy  that  Ella  was  rather  fond  of  Guy,  but 
I  don't  believe  it  myself." 

However,  in  spite  of  his  non-belief,  he 
felt  considerably  annoyed  at  her  wish  to 
see  Guy. 


CHAPTEE  IV. 

"  THE    MOTHER    CAME    ACROSS." 

Walter  St.  Austle  fluctuated  consider- 
ably in  feeling  during  that  luncheon,  and 
vacillated  between  one  set  of  determinations 
and  another  as  feebly  as  the  feeblest 
member  of  the  weaker  sex  could  have 
done.  At  one  moment  Ella's  sparkling, 
piquant  little  face,  turning  itself  towards 
him  with  evident  liking  and  confidence, 
made  him  forget  everything  but  his  desire 
to  secure  the  right  to  have  that  face  to 
look  at  it  whenever  he  pleased.  The  next 
moment,  perhaps,  some  chance  word  or 
allusion  would  make  him  keenly  alive  to 
all  the  little  obstacles  and  unpleasantnesses 
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that  intervened  between  himself  and  the 
accomphshment  of  that  desire.  He  knew 
how  severely  Guy  would  think,  and  speak 
too,  worse  luck  I  of  a  connection  that  he 
would  regard  as  such  a  pernicious  one  as 
the  alliance  of  the  head  of  the  house  of  St. 
Austle  with  the  daughter  of  a  divorced 
woman.  Sometimes  he  thought  that  he 
could  cut  the  knot  in  two  sharply  by  com- 
manding Ella  and  everyone  else  with  whom 
he  had  anj^thing  to  do  to  cease  from  any 
kind  of  intercourse  with  Mrs.  Greg,  and  let 
her  be  as  one  dead.  At  other  times  he 
felt  that  he  might  have  to  give  in  to  Ella  if 
she  insisted  on  less  drastic  measures  being 
pursued  with  regard  to  her  mother.  Then 
again,  if  he  made  this  concession  to  her, 
Guy  would  inwardly  certainly,  and  out- 
wardly probably,  despise  and  condemn  him 
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for  his  weakness.  He  wouldn't  like  Ella  to 
think  him  cruel.  He  wouldn't  like  Guy  to 
think  him  a  fool !  He  ended  by  reminding 
himself  that  as  he  could  not  possibly,  with 
any  regard  to  decency,  marry  again  for 
many  months  to  come,  he  would  not  say 
anything  definite  to  Ella  yet.  He  upset 
himself  immediately  after  this  consoling 
reflection  by  remembering  that  he  would 
be  obliged  to  be  rather  explicit  if  he 
insisted  on  Ella's  remainino-  at  Belhaven 
instead  of  going  away  with  her  mother. 
And  that  Ella  should  remain  at  Belhaven 
would  be,  he  was  sure,  the  best  thing  for 
her  and  the  pleasantest  thing  for  himself. 

He  felt  himself  to  be  deeply  injured  by 
these  complications  which  Mrs.  Greg's 
former  conduct  had  introduced  into  his  life. 
H  it  had  not  been  for  this  faulty  and  super- 
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fluous  person  there  would  be  nothing  to 
prevent  his  engaging  himself  quietly  to 
Ella  at  once,  having  a  very  hapj^y  time, 
and  in  due  season,  when  his  year  of  mourn- 
ing was  over,  marrying  her.  He  felt  more 
and  more  intolerant  towards  Mrs.  Grecf  as 
he  thought  this.  But  the  odd  part  of  it 
was  that  he  did  not  feel  at  all  intolerant 
towards  Ted  Greg,  indeed  he  hardly  gave  a 
thought  to  that  gentleman's  share  in  the 
matter  at  all.  It  had  all  been  the  woman's 
fault  he  felt  sure,  and  he  grew  to  hate  her 
cordially  as  he  sat  there  writhing  whenever 
Ella  addressed  her  mother  affectionately. 

It  was  no  better  when  he  went  home. 
His  sister-in-law  enquired  tenderly  and 
anxiously  for  Ella,  but  when  she  went  on 
to  express  kindly  sympathy  for  the  poor 
mother  who  had  suffered   such  tortures  of 
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doubt  and  fear  and  suspense  while  the  girl 
had  hung  between  life  and  •  death,  Guy  had 
abruptly  and  chillinglj^  changed  the  sub- 
ject. Now  Sir  Walter's  own  whole  soul 
was  in  revolt  against  the  existence  of  Mrs. 
Greg,  but  directly  Guy  snuffed  her  out  in 
this  contemptuously  unceremonious  way, 
Walter  felt  resentful  of — he  did  not  know 
what. 

At  Belhaven,  after  Sir  Walter  had  gone, 
May  Meredith  had  left  Mrs.  Greg  and  Ella 
alone.  For  an  hour  or  two  Mrs.  Greg  had 
read  aloud,  hoping  to  keep  the  subject  of 
the  late  visitor  at  bay  until  May  was  with 
them  again  to  help  off  any  awkwardness 
that  might  arise  when  it  was  discussed.  It 
was  trying  work  for  Mrs.  Greg  to  read 
aloud  this  day,  for  she  wanted  to  write  to 
her  husband.     It  was  part  of  her  punish- 
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ment  that  she  was  constramed  by  something 
indefinable  in  Ella's  manner  never  to  refer 
to  him  in  any  way.  There  were  times 
when  she  longed  to  expatiate  to  Ella  on 
what  was  best  in  the  man  to  whom  her 
heart  and  life  had  been  given.  But  she 
dared  not  do  it!  The  sanctity  that  doth 
hedge  an  innocent,  good  girl,  kept  the 
guilty  mother  from  doing  it. 

So  now,  after  reading  for  a  long  time,  she 
rose  up  slowly,  sa3dng  : 

"  T  must  leave  you  now,  dear ;  I  have  a 
letter  to  write.  What  shall  I  get  to  amuse 
you  while  I  am  away  ?  " 

"My  own  thoughts  will  amuse  me  well 
enough,"  Ella  replied,  bubbling  over  with 
deliciously  pleasurable,  hopeful  excitement, 
"Mother,  darling!  tell  me,  what  do  you 
think  of  Sir  Walter  St.  Austle  ?  " 
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"  I  shall  try  not  to  think  very  much 
about  him.  His  manner  was  distinctly 
discourteous  to  me." 

"  No,  I'm  sure  it  wasn't.  It  was  awk- 
ward for  him  meeting  you  for  the  first 
time.  Mrs.  Guy  most  likely  has  been 
trying  to  set  him  against  us  all.  Do  like 
him,  mother.     I  like  him  so  much." 

She  wound  her  arms  round  her  mother 
as  she  spoke,  and  Mrs.  Greg  would  not  for 
her  life  have  unclasped  those  clinging  arms, 
though  she  felt  sure  they  would  make  her 
miss  the  post. 

"  You  shall  say  what  you  think  of  him 
before  I  let  you  go.  Isn't  he  very  hand- 
some ?  " 

Mrs.  Greg  thought  of  the  far  better-look- 
ing rock  on  which  she  had  wrecked  herself 
as  she  answered  :  "  He  is  aood-lookin2f  in  a 
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volatile  way  that  is  hardly  becoming  to 
either  his  age  or  his  condition." 

"  He  tried  to  be  cheerful  to-day  to  keep 
up  my  spirits." 

"  He  was  very  successful  excepting  when 
he  addressed  me  or  I  addressed  him.  Xow 
let  me  go.  I  won't  be  more  than  ten  minutes 
writing  my  letter." 

"  Don't  write  it  at  all,  don't  send  him  a 
word,  the  brute !  "  Ella  cried,  with  sudden 
fury.  "  He  doesn't  love  you,  mother  ;  he's  in 
love  with  May,  the  base  brute,  if  he  can  love 
any  one  but  himself.     He's " 

"  Hush !  he's  my  husband,"  Mrs.  Greg 
groaned,  and  when  Ella  said  : 

"  That's  no  reason  you  should  bear  slights 
and  neoiect  from  him,"  Mrs.  Gres  said, 
steadily : 

"  No,  perhaps  that  is  not  the  reason  why 
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I  should  bear  them  if  they  were  offered 
me.'' 

"  What  other  reason  then  ?  "  Ella  asked 
quickly. 

"  Only  that  /  love  him.  My  fall  was  not 
due  to  passion,  vanity,  or  caprice.  I  loved ! 
I  can  only  pray  that  the  curse  of  loving  so 
desperately  and  enduringly  may  be  averted 
from  my  daughter." 

In  a  moment  a  vision  of  Walter  in  his 
vast  superiority  to  every  other  man  danced 
before  Ella's  eyes. 

"  Poor  mother !  "  she  said  softly  ;   "  what 

a  pity  it  was  you  didn't  know  a  man  like 

Walter   St.    Austle   first."      Then    as    her 

thoughts   palpably   meandered  among  the 

many     admirable     and    affection-inspiring 

and  retaining  qualities  of  Walter  St.  Austle, 

she  allowed  her  mother  to  get  away  out  of 
VOL.  III.  39 
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the  room  to  write  her  letter  without  further 
let  or  hindrance. 

It  must  not  be  supposed  that  May 
Meredith  had  thrown  all  recollection  of 
her  misplaced  love  and  mistaken  trust  away 
like  an  old  glove,  because  she  had  schooled 
herself  to  play  a  womanly  and  hospitable 
part  to  the  wife  of  the  man  who  had  misled 
her.  The  memory  of  him,  and  of  the 
happiness  all  that  was  winning  and 
attractive  about  him  had  given  her,  was 
present  far  too  often  for  her  peace  of  mind. 
She  took  herself  severely  to  task  for  allow- 
ing these  memories  to  intrude  themselves 
upon  her.  She  endeavoured  to  exorcise 
them  by  continuall}'-  creating  fresh,  active 
interests  for  herself  on  her  farm,  among  her 
labourers  and  their  famihes,  in  her  stables 
and  kennels  and  garden.     But   if  she  kept 
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tliem  at  ba}'  during  the  day,  there  they 
were,  lusty  and  strong  as  ever,  in  the  dead, 
unhappy  night. 

It  must  not  ]je  supposed  either  that 
there  was  anything  but  the  most  gnawing 
pain  for  her  in  the  continual  sight  and  sound 
of  Mrs.  Greof.  While  Ella  had  been  in  dano-er 
Miss  Meredith  had  thought  of  Mrs.  Gresf  as 
Ella's  mother  only,  and  had  been  full  of  the 
heartiest  pity  and  sympathy  for  her.  But 
now  that  Ella  was  making  a  brilliantly 
happy  recovery,  it  was  "  Ted's  wife  "  whom 
May  met  and  shrank  from  at  every  turn. 

She  hated  herself  for  the  meanness,  but 
she  could  not  conquer  her  jealous  annoyance 
at  Mrs.  Greg  being  such  a  handsome  woman 
still.  What  remained  of  her  beauty  in- 
dicated plainly  how  remarkable  it  must  have 

been  in  those  early  [days  when  Ted  Greg  had 

39* 
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first  known  her.  He,  with  his  admiration 
for  fine,  well-grown  women,  must  have 
adored  the  personal  charms  of  this  woman, 
whose  beauty  was  still  striking  and 
statuesque.  She  never  had  the  solace  of 
remembering  that  even  a  Venus  might  pall 
upon  a  man  who  had  fallen  under  the 
trick  of  fascination  of  a  far  less  personally 
well-endowed  woman.  It  made  her  sick  to 
think  how  he  must  have  often  compared 
her — or  rather  contrasted  her — with  his 
handsome  wife  to  her  (May's)  disadvantage. 
It  made  her  numb  with  pain  nearl}^  when 
she  would  see  one  of  Mr.  Greg's  rare  letters 
to  his  wife  awaiting  the  latter  on  the  break- 
fast-table. It  kept  up  the  irritation  and 
fever  in  her  mind  to  know  that  this 
temporary  separation  between  them  was 
likely  to  rekindle  the  fire  of  Mr.  Greg's  love 
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for  his  wife.  May  longed  for  Mrs.  Greg's 
departure,  and  yet  shrank  from  it,  for  it 
meant  reunion  with  Ted. 

The  easy  terms  which  May  had  been  on 
with  Ella's  mother  while  Ella's  illness 
absorbed  all  other  interests  gave  place  to 
strained  relations  now  that  Ella's  iUness  was 
no  longer  the  sole  topic  of  conversation 
between  them.  There  were  so  many 
subjects  they  were  compelled  to  avoid, 
there  were  so  few  on  which  they  could 
meet.  Ella  engrossed  in  the  dawning  of  a 
little  romance  of  her  own,  was  quite  in- 
different to  or  unobservant  of  the  awkward- 
ness of  the  situation  for  May.  After  the 
manner  of  young  people,  she  regarded  her 
mother  and  her  mother's  husband  as  being 
retired  from  the  service  of  love  through  age. 
It  struck  her  as  ridiculous  when  she  gave  a 
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passing  thought  to  the  matter  that  her 
mother  should  have  a  sentiment  for  retain- 
ing Mr.  Greg's  heart,  or  that  May  should 
have  a  sentiment  of  jealous  aversion  for 
Mr.  Greg's  wife.  Ella  had  rather  an 
antipathy  to  the  gentleman  in  question,  and 
so  was  naturally  intolerant  to  the  folly  of 
another  i^irl  in  having;  liked  him.  What 
she  had  seen  of  the  Greg  domestic  menage 
disgusted  her,  it  was  so  hopelessly  middle- 
class.  "  The  master  of  it  had  been  all  very 
well  to  look  at  while  swaggering  away  as  a 
guest  at  Trelyn  Towers,  but  after  seeing 
that  cottnge  at  Norwood  where  he  lived 
when  he  was  at  home,  May  must  be  a  tame- 
spirited,  unambitious  little  noodle  ever  to 
think  of  him  again,  much  less  to  think  of 
him  kindly." 

These  were  Ella's  reflections  when  she 
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had  time  to  reflect  about  it  at  all,  but  she 
was  a  good  deal  engrossed  in  these  days,  for 
though  Sir  Walter  had  not  spoken  to  her 
definitely,  yet  he  devoted  much  of  his  time 
to  her,  and  it  was  apparent  to  Ella  that  he 
did  this  in  opposition  to  his  brother's  wishes, 
and  in  opposition  also  to  his  own  aversion 
to  her  mother. 


CHAPTER   V. 

NOT    WISE,    BUT   WOMANLY. 

"  Will  you  go  for  a  walk  with  me,  Miss 
Meredith  ?  I  have  something  I  must  say 
to  you  before  I  go  from  your  house,  some- 
thing which  I  must  say  without  the  dread 
of  being  interrupted  by  Ella." 

The  speaker  was  Mrs.  Greg,  and  as  she 
spoke  May  Meredith  devoutly  wished  that 
she  had  never  heard  the  name  of  Greg  or 
seen  anyone  who  bore  it.  The  "  something 
which  Mrs.  Greg  felt  she  must  say  "  before 
she  left  May's  house  would  probably  be 
such  a  resume  of  Miss  Meredith's  conduct 
with  regard  to  IMrs.  Greg's  husband,  as  would 
humble  the  girl  in  her  own  estimation  for 
the  remainder  of  her  life. 
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"  Certainly  I  will  come  with  you,"  she 
said,  with  a  little  tremor  in  her  voice  which 
she  would  have  given  half  she  possessed  at 
the  moment  to  have  conquered,  feeling  that 
it  would  sound  to  Mrs.  Greg  like  conscious 
guilt.  "  You  are  not  well ! "  she  added 
hastily,  as  she  noticed  an  unusual  look  of 
excitement  on  the  ordinarily  composed 
handsome  face. 

"  I  am  not  well ;  the  air  will  do  me  good, 
perhaps." 

Mrs.  Greg  walked  hastily  through  the 
open  window  on  to  the  terrace  and  turned 
towards  a  secluded  part  of  the  grounds. 
May  followed,  and  presently  they  came  to  a 
seat  in  a  grass  walk  on  to  which  the  elder 
lady  sank  with  an  air  of  relief,  while  May 
leant  aojainst  one  of  its  his^h,  gnarled  arms 
and  regarded  her  companion  with  a  mixture 
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of  compassion  and  curiosity  slightly  tinged 
with  fear  of  something  very  disagreeable 
being  about  to  happen. 

Presently,  with  a  little  gasp  and  a  quick 
movement  of  her  hand  to  her  side  as  if  she 
were  in  pain,  Mrs.  Greg  spoke  : 

"I  have  brought  you  here  to  make  a 
confession,  and  to  speak  a  warning  to  you, 
Miss  Meredith.  I  have  learnt  to  feel  very 
warmly  towards  you,  I  won't  say  I  have 
learnt  to  '  love  you,'  I  am  not  a  loving 
woman  to  the  majority,  but  I  like  you  very 
much  and  I  highly  prize  your  friendship 
for  my  daughter ;  so  I  am  going  to  speak  to 
you  as  I  should  wish  another  woman  to 
speak  to  Ella  under  similar  i?ircumstances." 

She  paused  and  looked  with  eager,  ques- 
tioning eyes  into  May's  troubled  face.  Then, 
as  the  girl  did  not  speak,  Mrs.  Greg  went  on  : 
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"My  confession  is  that  I  am  a  dying 
woman.  This  you  may  say  is  unimportant 
to  you,  but  ni}^  death  may  be  of  sad,  the 
saddest,  consequence  to  you  unless  you  take 
mv  warnin!]^." 

"  Why  should  you  think  you  are  dying  ? 
You  are  only  overstrained,  and  so  perhaps 
nervous,  from  long  nursing  and  anxiety," 
May  said  beseechingl}-. 

"  Long:  nursin^x  has  had  nothing  to  do 
with  it ;  long  years  of  anxiety  may  have 
accelerated  the  evil,  but  they  have  not 
caused  it,  I  have  known  for  a  very  long 
time  that  I  have  an  incurable  disease.  M}^ 
doctor  has  never  deceived  me.  I  injured 
my  head  in  falling  out  of  a  waggonette 
many  years  ago  when  I  was  quite  a  girl,  and 
though  I  have  looked  a  hale,  strong  woman, 
I  have  suffered  agonies  of  pain   at  more  or 
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less  brief  intervals  ever  since.  The  agony  is 
not  confined  to  my  head;  but  I  will  not  weary 
you  with  a  description  of  my  ailments. 
What  I  want  you  to  understand  is  that  I 
shall  not  live  long.  What  I  want  to  guard 
you  against  is — a  temptation  that  will  surely 
assail  you  after  my  death." 

She  paused  again,  but  this  time  she  did 
not  look  at  May.  It  seemed  as  if  the  latter 
had  been  turned  into  stone,  so  silently  and 
still  she  stood  there,  grasping  the  piece  of 
knotted  wood  with  fino-ers  that  ached  from 
the  strong  tension. 

"  Now  give  me  your  hand — and  forgive 
me  for  what  I  am  going  to  say,"  Mrs.  Greg 
went  on ;  "  you  know  my  story,  and  I 
know  yours,  my  poor  deceived  girl " 

"  Don't  speak  of  it.  I  was  so,  so  wrong, 
but  I  never  thought,  never  suspected " 
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"■  Of  course  you  didn't,  I  have  quite 
realised  that,  and  as  far  as  you  are  concerned 
your  story  might  be  blazoned  abroad  and 
will  bring  you  nothing  but  honour.  There 
is  no  need  for  me  to  speak  of  my  own  story. 
Self-flagellation  has  no  charms  for  me.  My 
fellow-creatures  have  done  their  best  in 
days  gone  by  to  show  me  what  sort  of 
punishment  they  think  God  ought  to  award 
me.  What  I  want  to  tell  you  is  that  at 
my  death  you  will  have  the  temptation 
offered  you  of  becoming  the  wife  of  the 
man  you  love,  and  if  you  marry  him  you 
will  be  even  more  miserable  than  I  have 
been — if  possible." 

"  I  will  promise  never  to  see  or  speak  to 
Mr.  Greg  again  if  you  like,"  May  said 
proudly  ;  "  the  question  of  marriage  with 
him  is  utterly  out  of  the  question.     He  has 
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made  me  ridiculous  by  allowing  me  to  sup- 
pose him  unmarried,  and  though  that  is  the 
extent  of  his  sin  against  me " 

"  That  is  not  the  extent  of  it ;  he  has 
taught  you  to  love  him !  He  has  taught 
many  another  woman  the  same  heart- 
rending lesson,  and  I  have  never  felt  pity 
for  one  of  them,  for^  there  has  been  vanity 
and  selfishness  mixed  up  with  the  misery. 
They  have  been  pleased  to  be  able  to  show 
that  they  had  such  a  fine  fellow  as  pliable 
in  their  hands  as  a  bit  of  floss  silk.  But 
with  you  it  was  altogether  different.  You 
are  neither  vain,  exacting,  nor  selfish.  You 
are  a  noble,  true-hearted  girl " 

"  Take  my  promise — you  shall !  "  May 
interrupted  brokenly ;  "  this  bit  of  happiness 
at  least  I  can  give  you,  I  vow  never  to  see 
Mr.  Gre"'  a^ain." 
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"  Poor  child !  I  am  not  thinking  of  my- 
self, or  even  of  him.  I  am  thinking  solely 
of  you.  It's  not  jealousy  of  a  possible 
successor  that  is  actuating  me.  He  will 
probably  love  half-a-dozen  women  when  I 
am  gone,  and  marry  one.  For  your  sake, 
for  the  sake  of  the  debt  I  owe  you  for  jomt 
goodness  to  my  child,  I  don't  want  jou  to 
be  that  one.  You  would  never  trust  him, 
knowing  how  false  he  has  been  in  heart  to  me 
in  your  own  case.  You  would  alwaj^s  sus- 
pect him,  and  distrust  and  suspicion  would 
work  havoc  in  a  nature  like  yours.  The 
feeling  that  he  would  owe  everything  to 
you,  would  make  you  bear  with  faults  and 
weaknesses  that  would  wear  your  heart  out. 
With  me  it  is  different ;  I  sinned  for  him.  I 
dare  not  unlove  a  being  who — who " 

She  could  not  finish   her   sentence.     A 
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deadly  faintness  overcame  her,  or  a  dead- 
lier pain,  which  was  it?  The  frightened 
May  shrieked  aloud  in  her  terror,  but  there 
was  no  one  to  hear  her.  The  insensible 
woman  had  slipped  from  the  seat  to  the 
grass,  and  though  May  exerted  all  her 
strength  she  could  not  lift  that  stiff,  sense- 
less form  an  inch  from  the  ground.  In  a 
paroxysm  of  terror  she  rushed  back  to  the 
house,  collected  four  of  her  servants  and 
had  them  carry  a  sofa  out  to  the  spot 
where  Mrs.  Greg  had  fallen  and  was  still 
lying  senseless. 

"  She  is  dead  !  "  May  wailed,  casting  her- 
self down  b}^  the  side  of  the  unconscious 
woman  in  a  fit  of  awful  self-abasement. 
The  ghastly  thought  that  she  had  been  the 
source  of  additional  sorrow  to  Mrs.  Greg 
would  enter  into  her  soul,  take  possession 
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of  it  and  rend  it.  "  Ske  is  dead  ! "  she 
cried  out,  and  to  herself  she  added,  "  And 
there  is  no  atonement  that  I  can  make  to 
her  for  what  I  have  been  the  cause  of  her 
suffering.  I  wish  I  could  hate  him !  I 
wish  her  spirit  could  hear  me  vow  to 
renounce  all  thoughts  of  him  even.  I 
wish " 

"  Ted,  I  want  Ted  !  "  moaned  the  woman 
whom  May  had  thought  dead,  raising  her- 
self up  on  her  elbow  and  glancing  wildly 
round  her.  "  Oh  I  you  here,  Miss  Mere- 
dith !  Ah,  yes,  I  remember  now.  I'm  so 
sorry  to  give  so  much  trouble,"  she  added 
piteously,  as  they  carried  her  on  the  sofa 
towards  the  house,  "and — don't  frighten 
Ella." 

She  closed  her  eyes  and  seemed  to  go  to 

sleep,  and  so  they  carried  her  in  and  laid 
VOL.  in.  ,  40 
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her  upon  her  bed,  by  the  side  of  which 
May  Meredith  sat  down  to  watch. 

When  she  woke  up  three  or  four  hours 
later  she  declared  herself  to  be  better,  but 
there  was  a  pinched,  wan  look  in  her  face, 
and  a  glazed  appearance  over  her  once 
glorious  eyes,  that  alarmed  both  girls.  She 
admitted  that  she  was  in  terrible  pain,  not 
only  in  _her  head  but  internally,  and  was 
feverishly  anxious  to  begin  making  arrange- 
ments for  her  journey  home  forthwith.  But 
this  proposal  was  at  once  negatived  by  the 
doctor,  who,  in  answer  to  Miss  Meredith's 
anxious  enquiries,  said  : 

"  I  confess  to  being  perplexed  by  her 
case.  I  should  like  to  have  another 
opinion,  and  I  think  it  would  be  advisable 
to  send  for  her  husband." 

"  He  shall  be  sent  for,''  May  said  despe- 
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rately,  feeling  that  there  was  no  sacrifice  of 
pride  or  sensitiveness  which  she  could 
make  which  was  not  due  from  her  to  Mrs. 
Greg. 

"  Have  I  your  permission  to  send  for 
him  ?  if  so  give  me  his  address  and  I  will 
send  a  telegram  to  him  as  I  pass  through 
the  town  going  home.  I  can  word  it  in  a 
way  that  will  make  him  understand  the 
exigency  of  the  case  without  unduly  alarm- 
ing him.  Don't  tell  her  he  is  sent  for  until 
we  hear  that  he  is  coming." 

May  obeyed  these  directions  impUcitly, 
and  for  the  next  three  hours  strove 
assiduously  and  laboriously  to  divert  the 
sufiering  woman's  thoughts  from  the 
husband  she  was  longing  to  see  by  read- 
ing to  her.     At  the  expiration  of  that  time 

the  eagerly  expected  wire  came  addressed 

40* 
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to   Ella  Poynter :  "  Ara  starting,  shall   be 
with  your  mother  at  seven."     The  flushed, 
pain-tormented  face  grew  a  shade  brighter 
when  Ella  read  the  telegram  to  her,  and 
she  put  her  feverish  hand  kindly  on  May's. 
"  It  was  good  and  like  you  to  send  for 
him,"  she  whispered,  and  May  replied  : 
"It  was  not  I,  it  was  the  doctor." 
"It  is  good  of  you  to  let  him  come  ;  we 
neither  of  us  deserve  such  goodness.     When 
he  comes  you  must  forgive  him." 

"  I  have  done  that,  only  I  can't  forgive 
myself,"  May  sobbed,  and  then  Mrs.  Greg 
recommenced  a  fight  with  such  physical 
agony  as  distracted  her  thoughts  even 
from  her  husband  while  the  paroxysm 
lasted. 

The  question  of  what  she  should  do  with 
herself  when  Mr.  Greg  came  as  a  guest  to 
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her  house  to  see  his  possibly  dying  wife 
would  force  itself  upon  May  as  she  sat 
there  watching.  Her  first  impulse  was  to 
go  away  and  leave  the  Gregs  and  Ella 
in  undisturbed  possession  of  and  authority 
over  the  house  and  establishment.  Then 
it  seemed  to  her  on  reflection  that  there 
would  be  an  element  of  cruelty  as  well  as 
of  cowardice  in  this  course.  The  position 
of  the  man  she  had  once  loved  would  be  a 
sufficiently  miserable  one  in  her  house 
under  the  circumstances  without  her  giving 
him  the  additional  sting  of  feeling  that  his 
presence,  requisite  as  it  was,  was  unbearable 
to  her.  Again,  she  feared  that  her  flight 
would  look  hke  a  confession  of  weakness. 
The  vanity  of  man  is  so  colossal  that  he 
might  think  she  still  cared  enough  for 
him  to  dread  seeing  him  in  spite   of   her 
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full  knowledge  of  his  character  and 
conduct.  This  reflection  decided  her.  She 
would  stay  and  let  him  see  that  she 
dared  to  meet  him  again  even  under  the 
fierce  light  of  the  full  revelation  which 
had  been  made  to  her. 

There  was  something  inexpressibly  piti- 
able and  touching  to  her  in  the  way  in 
which  his  wife  tried,  as  the  time  approached 
for  his  arrival,  to  mitigate  any  severity 
which  might  be  mixed  up  in  May's  judg- 
ment of  him." 

"  My  poor  Ted !  "  she  would  say  patheti- 
cally, looking  imploringly  at  May.  "  You 
will  be  kind  to  him,  won't  you  ?  He  is  so 
proud  and  so  sensitive  that  it  will  be  simply 
agony  for  him  to  face  you,  knowing  how 
he  must  have  fallen  in  your  esteem." 

"  He  will  be  too  anxious  about  you  to 
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give  a  tliouglit  to  me,  I  feel  sure  of  that," 
May  said  generously,  "  but  dou't  be  afraid  of 
my  being  cool  to  him.  I  shall  never  forget 
for  one  moment  that  he  is  your  husband  ! 
And  remembering  that,  I  can  never  treat 
him  anything  but  kindly." 

"  He  has  surface-faults,"  Mrs.  Greg  went 
on  extenuatingly  ;  "  they  were  fostered  in 
him  by  the  excessive  indulgence  of  his 
parents  when  he  was  a  boy,  and  I — well,  I 
must  admit  I  rather  encouraged  him  to 
think  too  much  of  himself,  and  to  believe 
himself  irresistible,  until  I  found  that  other 
women  were  doing  the  same  thing.  Then 
instead  of  being  gentle  and  trying  to  win 
him  back  to  me,  I  grew  hard  and  cold 
apparently.  Heaven  knows  I  never  was  so 
in  reality  ;  but  he  is  sensitive,  he  needed 
sympathy   and    toleration,    and   perhaps   I 
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was  not  always  ready  to  extend  them  to 
him.  I  want  you  to  understand  that 
though  he  has  been  weak,  his  is  not  a 
wicked  nature." 

"  Dear  Mrs.  Greg,"  May  said  in  despera- 
tion, "  I  am  ready  to  beheve,  I  do  believe 
anything  you  like  to  tell  me.  I  feel  sure 
no  one  knows  and  understands  him  better 
than  you  do,  and  I  feel  sure,  too,  that  there 
is  no  one  whose  opinion  would  be  of  value 
to  him  for  a  moment  while  you  held  a  good 
one  of  him." 

"Will  you  try  to  make  Ella  kind  to 
him  ?  "  Ella's  mother  pleaded  earnestly,  and 
May  gave  her  promise  that  she  would  do 
even  this,  for  the  sake  of  giving  transient 
ease  to  the  poor  racked  mind  that  dwelt 
in  the  rapidly  weakening  body  before 
her. 
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Mr.  Greg's  first  feeling  on  being  sum- 
moned to  liis  sick  wife  was  one  of  easer 
desire  to  get  to  her,  and  comfort  her,  as  he 
knew  he  only  could  comfort  her,  w^ithout  an 
instant's  unnecessary  delay.  But  on  the 
journey  down  he  had  plenty  of  time  to  re- 
member the  various  incidents  wdiicli  con- 
nected him  with  the  bourn  to  w^hich  he  w^as 
hieing,  and  to  thresh  out  the  subject  of 
several  of  the  possibilities  wdiich  might  en- 
sue from  them.  It  made  him  smart  sharply 
in  the  midst  of  his  miserable  anxiety  about 
his  wife  to  feel  that  May  Meredith  must 
despise  him,  as  she  had  the  power  of  des- 
pising whatever  was  false,  mean,  con- 
temptible, and  weakly  wrong.  He  dreaded 
the  first  glance  he  should  get  from  the 
frank,  fearless  eyes,  that  had  looked  so 
lovingly  upon  him  w^hen  last  they  met.    He 
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had  often  condemned  himself  in  an  off-hand, 
unflinching  way,  but  never  in  the  whole 
course  of  his  life  did  he  feel  himself  to  be 
such  an  unmitigated  rogue  and  vagabond 
as  he  did  when  he  stepped  into  the  hall  of 
the  hushed  house,  where  his  wife  was  lying 
at  the  gates  of  death  he  feared. 

The  hght  in  the  hall  was  low,  and  for  a 
few  moments  he  was  conscious  only  of  the 
presence  and  voice  of  the  doctor,  who  was 
explaining  to  him  the  exact  condition  of 
the  patient.  Then  a  heart}-,  womanly  voice 
said  to  him  : 

"  You  are  more  than  welcome,  Mr.  Greg," 
and  then  a  warm,  womanly  hand  took  his 
hesitatingly  advanced  one,  and  Ted  Greg 
was  nearer  lapsing  into  the  weakness  of 
tears  than  he  had  ever  been  in  his  life  ! 

In  the  interests  of  veracit}-  it  must  be 
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admitted  that  the  remorsefully  emotional 
stage  was  rapidly  passed,  and  that  as  Mr. 
Greg  sped  upstairs  he  murmured  this  brief 
psalm  of  thanksgiving : 

"  Thank  God !  that's  over  !  " 

It  is  scarcely  to  be  wondered  at  that  his 
wife  received  him  as  well  as  her  failing 
strength  allowed,  as  if  he  had  been  the 
most  loyal,  considerate,  admirable  guide, 
protector  and  husband  who  ever  made  a 
woman's  lot  a  heaven  upon  earth.  He  could 
not  help  feeling  himself  to  be  an  exceed- 
ingly deserving,  as  well  as  loveable  fellow, 
when  he  met  the  look  of  yearning  gratitude 
which  leapt  into  her  eyes  at  sight  of  him. 

"  How  good  of  you  to  come,  my  own 
darling  !  "  she  said  in  a  gasp.  "  Ted  !  it  is 
more  than  unselfish,  it  is  noble  !  " 

"  Don't    say    anj^thing    more    about    it, 
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darling ! "  lie  answered  hastily,  wishing  to 
skip  over  the  subject  which  might  be  pain- 
ful to  her,  and  most  certainly  was  unpleasant 
to  himself,  as  quickly  as  possible.  Since  she 
had  worded  it  so,  he  had  no  doubt  she  was 
right.  There  was  something  unselfish  and 
rather  noble  than  otherwise  in  his  action. 
Many  fellows  would  have  avoided  facing  a 
situation  that  might  have  been  fraught  with 
mortification  for  him,  if  he  had  shown  the 
moral  white  feather  for  a  moment,  or  if 
Miss  Meredith  had  not  been  possessed  of 
infinite  tact.  As  it  was,  he  had  skated  over 
thin  ice  with  skill  and  pluck,  and  being  on 
firm  land  again  he  was  quite  read}^  to  forget 
his  delicately  slippery  experiences. 

So  he  called  his  wdfe  "  his  darling,"  told 
her  "  not  to  say  anything  more  about  it," 
and  went  down  to  dinner,  after  passing  an 


NOT   WISE,    BUT   WOMANLY.  109 

hour  of  unselfish  soUcitude  by  her  bedside, 
with  the  comforting  conviction  in  his  mind, 
that  he  really  was  a  good,  staunch  fellow, 
for  whose  sake  any  woman  might  reason- 
ably be  excused  for  nourishing  a  weak 
tenderness. 

Meanwhile  May  and  Ella  had  discussed 
the  situation  with  reservations. 

Ella  had  been  out  in  the  garden  for  a 
stroll  alone.  She  had  gone  out  with  the 
vague  hope  in  her  heart  that  Sir  Walter 
would  call,  enquire  for,  and  follow  her,  for 
she  had  informed  him  of  her  mother's 
dangerous  illness,  and  of  the  expected 
arrival  of  his  old  friend,  Ted  Greg.  It 
hurt  her  more  than  was  reasonable  that  he 
should  not  have  responded  to  this  note  of 
hers,  either  by  letter  or  in  person.     So  it 
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was  in  rather  a  vexed  and  litigious  frame 
of  mind  that  she  went  back  into  the  house 
after  her  forlorn  ramble. 

The  day  had  been  bright  and  sunny,  but 
the  evening  air  was  chilly,  and  she  found 
May  drawn  up  close  to  a  big  wood  fire  in 
the  small  ante-room  to  the  drawini^-room. 

"  He  is  here  ! "  the  young  hostess  said,  as 
Ella  came  in  shiveringl}^,  and  held  her  hands 
out  to  the  glowing  warmth. 

"  Why  didn't  you  tell  him  where  I  was  ? 
Didn't  he  ask  for  me  ?  " 

"He  didn't  ask  for  anyone;  he  just  shook 
hands  with  me,  heard  what  the  doctor  said, 
and  rushed  up  to  your  mother's  room." 

"  To  mother  s  room  !  Oh  !  you  mean  Mr. 
Greg  has  come  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  why  should  he  have  asked  for  you  ? 
but,  Ella,  though  he  didn't,  you  must  remeni- 
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ber — that  there  is  nothing,  nothing,  nothing 
that  I  won't  do  that  I  can  do  to  make  your 
mother  happier,  and  she  will  be  happier  if 
I  get  you  to  promise  that  you  won't  set 
yourself  against  him  !  " 

"  That's  all  very  well,  but  civility  to  him 

may  cost  me "  her  sentence  died  off  in 

a  mutter  of  indistinguishable  words. 

"  May  cost  you  what  ?  "  May  questioned. 

"  My  happiness." 

"  In  what  direction  ?  " 

"  Oh !  May,  you  must  guess  !  I  can't  say 
for  certain  yet,  but-I  feel  almost  sure  that  Sir 
Walter  St.  Austle  is  very  fond  of  me,  and 
you  know  how  proud  and  honourable  the 
St.  Austles  are.  He  is  relentless  towards 
men  of  Mr.  Greg's  stamp,  you  know." 

"  Eeally ! "  May  said  incredulousl}',  as  she 
could  not  help  remembering  that  Sir  Walter 
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St.    Austle    had    never   been    "  relentless " 

towards  Mr.  Greg  until  the  encumbering 

Mrs.  Greg  had  come  upon  the  scene.     N"or 

could  she  blot  the  fact  out  of  her  memory 

that    Walter   St.    Austle   had    commenced 

showing    the    symptoms     which    to    Ella 
betokened  "  fondness  "  while  his  own  wife 

was  still  alive.  But  "  nice  customs  curtsey  to 

g:reat  kino-s."     Sir  Walter  St.  Austle  was  a 

great  king  in  these  parts.     Circumstances 

had   combined   to   tone    down    the   warm 

colourino^  and  smooth  off  the  ia^ffred  edcres 

of  anything  like    a   premature   display    of 

feeling  on   his   part.     On  the  other   hand 

circumstances   had   been   as    destructively 

ensnaring  as  consequences  had  been  pitiless 

to  Ted  Greg.     The  strong  sense  she  had  of 

the  human  injustice  of  the  judgment  given 

and  the  sentence  promulgated  by  Sir  Walter 
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through  Ella,  made  her  (May)  more  inclined 
to  take  a  chivalrously  lenient  view  of  the 
faulty  Ted  than  ever.  After  the  manner  of 
women  she  rushed  from  one  extreme  to  the 
other,  judging  him  all  the  more  graciously 
now,  because  she  had  once  felt  harshly 
towards  him,  and  because  other  people  were 
ready  to  endorse  and  abide  by  her 
harshest  judgment. 

"  He  is  no  more  worst  of  the  worse  as 
they  think  him,  than  he  was  the  best  of  the 
best  as  I  once  believed,"  she  told  herself  as 
she  watched  him  come  in  at  the  door  and 
cross  the  drawing-room  towards  her.  He 
was  in  evening  dress.  She  had  kept  on 
the  Harris  tweed  costume  which  she  had 
worn  while  trying  to  walk  off  her  excite- 
ment and  tire  out  her  feelings  all  the  after- 
noon. It  would  have  chimed  in  more 
VOL.   III.  41 


114  UTTEELY  MISTAKEN. 

harmoniously  with  the  sad  strain  to  which 
her  thoughts  were  setting  themselves  if 
he  had  not  dressed  with  such  conventional 
and  fastidious  care  this  night. 


CHAPTEE  VI. 

BEIEF     BEIGHTNESS. 

Taking  into  consideration  the  strongly  con- 
demnatory views  which  she  knew  he  held 
about  her  mother,  Ella  was  rather  more 
surprised  than  gratified  the  next  day  when 
Sir  Walter  St.  Austle  appeared  with  the 
avowed  object  of  "  calling  on  Greg." 

He  made  the  announcement  that  he  had 
come  on  this  polite  mission  quite  as  if  it 
were  what  they  must  all  have  expected  him 
to  do,  and  when  Ella  smiled  in  a  hostile 
way  and  laboriously  endeavoured  to  look 
as  if  she  neither  cared  for  his  presence  nor 
for  the  object  that  had  brought  him,  he 
looked  and  felt  perplexed  at  her  con- 
trariness. 

41* 
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"  I  will  go  up  to  mother  and  send  Mr. 
Greg  down  to  you,"  she  said  stiffly,  and 
when  she  had  stalked  out  of  the  room  with 
an  outer  air  of  huff  rather  than  dignity, 
and  an  inner  pain  of  bitter  consciousness  of 
and  revolt  at  the  injustice  and  inequality  of 
many  things,  he  turned  to  May  enquiring : 

"  What  is  it  now,  May  ?  She  is  hard  to 
please,  the  dear  little  thing.  A  reproach- 
ful vein  ran  through  the  whole  of  her  note 
yesterday,  evidently  because  I  hadn't  rushed 
over  to  make  personal  enquiries  for  her 
mother.  To-day  I  call  on  Greg,  pay  him 
the  first  attention  it's  in  my  power  to  pay 
him  in  fact,  and  she  meets  me  like  an  ice- 
berg.    She's  awfully  hard  to  please." 

"  Is  it  your  first  object  to  please  her  ?  " 

"  Indeed  it  is." 

"  Then   you  will  soon  find  out  the  way, 
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and  it's  the  best  and  highest  way,  Walter, 
believe  me.  I  don't  want  to  pose  as  guide, 
philosopher  and  friend  to  either  Ella  or 
you.  But  I  will  just  say  this — she's  in 
quite  the  right  road  now,  and  if  you  help 
her  along  it  the  love  she  will  give  you  by- 
and-by  will  be  better  worth  having  than 
the  vapoury,  vanity-inspired  sentiment  she 
has  for  you  now." 

"  A  fellow  must  make  concessions  to 
public  opinion,  and  the  wishes  of  his 
family,  at  least  a  fellow  must  who  is  in  my 
position " 

"  And  you  find  that  public  opinion  and 
the  wishes  of  your  family  demand  that  you 
should  be  lenient  to  a  strong  man  who  has 
erred,  and  inexorable  to  the  weak  woman 
who  has  erred  with  him  ?  I  have  found  the 
same  thing,  but  being  only  a  weak  woman 
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myself  I  haven't  conceded  to  these 
demands." 

''  You  receive  Greg,  and  are  very  friendly 
with  him?  That's  for  ancient  kindness* 
sake,  1  suppose  ?  " 

"  Ko,  it's  not,"  May  said  steadily,  "  it's 
because  she  would  rather  die  a  dozen 
deaths  than  see  him  receive  a  single  slight. 
Can't  you  understand  that  I,  of  all  women 
in  the  world,  must  be  the  last  to  pain  her 
through  him  ?  " 

"Unless  rumour  lies  more  freely  tlian 
usual,  he  has  given  you  cause  enough  to 
justify  you  in  giving  not  only  him  but 
everyone  connected  with  him  as  much 
pain  as  they  can  conveniently  cany." 

"  Then  rumour  does  lie  more  freely  than 
usual?" 

"  But,  Mav.  vou  are  not  soinjf  to  Qnixoti> 
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cally  deny  that  he  was  rascal  enough  to 
pose  as  an  unmarried  man,  and  lead  you 
on  to  give  yourself  away  to  a  certain 
extent  ?  " 

"If  you  think  him  such  a  rascal,  why 
are  you  inconsistent  enough  to  pay  him  the 
compliment  of  calling  on  him  at  the 
earhest  opportunity  ?  If  you  think  Mrs. 
Greg  has  sinned  beyond  forgiveness  in 
having  gone  on  loving  him,  and  stuck  to 
him  through  years  of  neglect  and  misery, 
why  don't  you  turn  up  your  nose  at  me  for 
having  loved  him  without  half  the  provoca- 
cation  lie  gave  her  to  do  it  ? " 

"  Well !  as  you  put  it  the  question's  a 
hard  one  to  answer.  In  my  own  mind  I 
can  draw  the  line  sharply  between  the  two 
cases.  She  went  over  the  border  and  you 
didn't." 
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"I  see,"  May  said  thoughtfully;   "with 
you  good,  honourable  men  of  the  world  it's 
the  result  only  that  you  pass  judgment  on 
and  forgive  or  condemn  as  the  case  may  be. 
A  married  woman  may  neglect  her  husband 
and    home    and    flirt     outrageously    with 
another    man.     But    unless    the   husband 
denounces  her  the  world  does  not  despise, 
though  it  know^s  well  that  she  is  no  less  to 
blame  than  is  the  one  who  is  imprudent 
enough   to  get  herself  denounced  by  and 
lose  her  husband's  protection.      And  a  girl 
who  is  well-off — as  I  am — may  make  a  con- 
fiding fool  of  herself,  as  I  did  !  and  because 
the  result  is  only  pain  to  myself,  no  one  has 
the  pluck  to  stand  forward  and  say  to  me, 
'  May    Meredith,  many  as  good  a  girl  as 
3^ourself  has  gone  to    destruction  through 
having  been  lured  by  her  love  into  trusting 
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to  a  man  too  thoroughly.  It  was  only  your 
money  that  made  the  road  back  possible 
to  you.  Eemember  that  fact,  when  you  are 
inclined  to  judge  penniless  and  therefore 
powerless  women  harshly.'  I  should  respect 
anyone  who  said  that  to  me,  Walter." 

"  No  one  would  dare  to  say  it  to  you. 
I'd  like  to  have  the  handling  of  anyone  who 
dared  think  it  of  you  even,"  he  said  hotly. 
May  was  so  much  like  a  sister  to  him  that, 
as  a  man  of  the  world  of  moral  repute,  he 
felt  indignant  to  the  last  degree  with  her 
for  taking  up  a  merely  human  and  womanly 
position  on  such  a  question. 

"I  say  it  to  myself  often  enough," 
May  went  on ;  "I  say  it  every  time 
I  see  found-out  women  scouted,  and  pen- 
niless poor  sinners  cast  back  into  the 
slough  of  despond  b}^  hard    social  hands, 
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or  by  those  better-intentioned  Cliristian 
ones  that  can't  resist  bruising  before  they 
try  to  heal.  Whenever  I  see  these  things, 
I  say  to  myself,  '  It  is  through  no  goodness, 
power,  or  strength  of  my  own  that  I  am 
unsullied  still.  God  surrounded  me  with 
barriers  I  could  not  break,  and  denied 
me  opportunities  that  I  could  take.  He 
has  been  more  merciful  to  me  than  He 
has  been  to  others ;  but  because  His  mercy 
has  been  greater,  that  does  not  make  me  a 
better  woman.  It  only  points  out  the  fact 
that  I  am  a  more  fortunate  one.' " 

"  If  I  could  feel  sure  that  EUa  inherited 
more  of  her  father's  character  than  her 
mother's,"  he  began  hesitatingly,  then 
paused,  and  looked  interrogatively  at  May. 

"  What  would  you  do  in  that  case  ?  " 
she  asked. 
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"Make  her  my  wife,  and  insist  on  her 
having  no  further  communication  with  her 
mother." 

May  winced  as  if  a  blow  had  fallen 
upon  her. 

"You  would  start  by  trying  to  make 
her  a  cruel,  ungrateful  daughter,  as  a  pre- 
paration for  becoming  a  good,  true  wife 
and  mother.  If  you  succeeded  in  making 
her  give  and  keep  such  a  promise,  I 
wouldn't  give  much  for  your  prospect  of 
happiness,  Walter." 

"  Then  I  had  better  see  as  little  as 
possible  of  Ella  in  the  future.  I'm  getting 
far  too  fond  of  the  dear  little  girl  to  feel 
satisfied  with  being  on  merely  friendly 
terms,  and  I  flatter  myself  she  feels  the 
same  about  me,"  he  said  gloomily.  Half- 
unconsciously,  he   had    counted    on   May's 
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co-operation  in  the  matter.  She  had  be- 
haved generously  herself  to  Mrs.  Greg,  but 
he  had  believed  all  along  that,  under- 
lyino;  the  crenerositv  was  a  stratum  of 
womanly  jealousy,  which  would  cause  her 
to  feel  resigned  at  least  to  seeing  Mrs.  Greg 
castigated  by  other  hands.  Consequently, 
he  now  felt  disappointed  at  her  blunt  re- 
fusal to  sympathise  with  and  support  him. 
If  she  had  backed  him  up,  her  influence 
with  Ella  would  have  been  invaluable  in 
moulding  Ella  to  his  will.  As  it  was,  he 
feared  she  would  work  against  him,  if  he 
did  finally  resolve  to  try  and  bribe  Ella  away 
from  her  mother  by  the  offer  of  his  hand. 
Poor  Ella  herself  was  as  unhappy  as 
only  a  girl  who  has  let  her  whole  heart  go 
out  to  a  man  whose  intentions  fluctuate, 
and  who    is    in    dire    uncertainty    himself 
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about  tliem,  can  be.  The  fictitious  im- 
provement which  had  taken  place  in  her 
mother's  condition  had  relieved  the  girl's 
mind  of  the  counterbalancing  anxiety,  and 
now  she  had  nothinsf  to  distract  her  mind 
from  the  contemplation  of  the  possibilities 
that  Walter's  manner  placed  before  her. 

This  day,  after  his  conversation  with 
May,  his  manner  was  distinctly  puzzling 
and  distressing.  He  was  thoughtful,  cool, 
pre-occupied,  ill  at  ease.  She  had  gone 
into  the  library  to  look  for  a  book  to  read 
to  her  mother,  and  to  her  surprise  she  had 
found  him  alone  ;  she  having  been  under 
the  impression  that  she  had  heard  his  voice 
in  the  hall,  saying  good-bye  at  least  ten 
minutes  ago. 

"I  thought  it  was  Greg,"  he  said 
hurriedly. 


126  UTTERLY  MISTAKEN. 

"  And  I  thought  you  were  gone,"  she 
retorted  "  Haven't  you  seen  Mr.  Greg  yet  ? 
I  sent  him  down  half-an-hour  since." 

"  Oh,  yes,  I've  seen  him ;  he  is  going 
back  with  me  to  Trelyn." 

"  Is  he  ? "  Her  eyes  flashed  and  her 
colour  rose.  She  almost  hated  Sir  Walter 
at  the  moment.  It  was  brutal  of  him  to 
show  marked  attention  to  Mr.  Greg,  while 
he  never  even  so  much  as  enquired  for  her 
mother. 

"  The  spin  will  do  him  good.  He  tells 
me  he  hasn't  been  out  of  the  house  for 
three  days,"  Sir  Walter  went  on  awkwardly. 

"  Three  days  is  not  a  very  long  time  to 
devote  to  someone  who  has  devoted  herself 
to  him  for  twenty  years." 

"  No,  no !  of  course  not.  He  didn't  put 
it  in  that  way  at  all ;  in  fact,  I  had  to  use 
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a  good  deal  of  persuasion  to  induce  liim  to 
come  at  all.  You're  looking  fagged,  too, 
Ella,"  lie  added,  with  a  sudden  remorseful 
pang  of  tenderness.  "  I  shall  come  and 
prescribe  a  drive  for  you  to-morrow,  and 
take  you  out  myself." 

Her  wistful  eyes  lifted  themselves  slowly 
to  his. 

"  Why  do  you  propose  it  so  elaborately, 
Walter  ?  Other  days  you  have  just  come 
and  taken  me  out  as  if  it  was  quite  natural 
that  we  should  go  out  together.  Why  are 
you  stiffer  to-day  ?  " 

"  I'm  not  stiff.  I'll  tell  you  to-morrow — 
that  is,  if  you'll  go  with  me,"  he  said  inco- 
herently ;  and  then  Mr.  Greg  came  in  ready 
to  start  for  the  drive,  and  looking  in  almost 
jubilant  spirits.  His  wife  had  sped  his 
parting  steps  in  a  cheery  way  that  made 
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him  feel  as  if  lie  were  doing  her  a  personal 
favour  in  going  out  and  getting  fresh  air 
in  congenial  society,  and  in  a  way  that  was 
very  pleasant.  She  had  more  self-control 
than  her  daughter  had  attained  to,  and 
would  not  permit  Ted  or  anyone  else  to 
perceive  that  she  was  a  little  hurt  at  his 
so  eagerly  grasping  the  hand  that  was  so 
coldly  withheld  from  her.  So  she  had 
smiled  upon  and  encouraged  him,  and  his 
volatile  soul  was  as  free  from  any  kind  of 
self-accusation  as  an  infant's. 

"  I  think  there's  every  chance  of  my 
poor  wife  pulling  through  after  all,"  he 
said,  as  they  drove  away  from  Belhaven, 
speaking  with  as  perfect  an  air  of  confi- 
dence in  his  friend  St.  Austle's  sympathy 
as  if  the  latter  had  known  of  the  marriage 
all  along. 
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"  I  am  sure  she  has  had  every  care  and 
attention  from  Miss  Meredith,  and  the 
Belhaven  sanitary  arrangements  are  noto- 
riously good.  I  often  think  that  things 
would  have  turned  out  differently  for  me 
if  the  drainage  at  Trelyn  had  been  quite 
as  perfect  as  over  here." 

"  Ah,  well,  we  can't  avert  the  inevitable," 

Mr.  Greg  said,  beginning  his  remark  with 

impressive  gravity,  and   ending   it  with  an 

air  of  displaying  cheerfulness  under  trying 

circumstances    that    was    quite     edifying. 

"  I've    always    been     an     unlucky     devil 

myself,"    he    went    on    blithely,    "  but    I 

believe  the  tide  is  going  to  turn  now.     I've 

dropped  on  to  one  or  two  very  good  things 

lately  in  the  City,  and  I  shall  work  with 

a   freer  hand    in   future — I  mean   I   shall 

have  less  scruple  in  leaving  my  wife  when 
VOL.  III.  42 
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business  calls  me  away,  now  that  she   will 
have  her  daughter  to  keep  her  company." 

"  Is  Ella  going  back  with  you  ? "  Sir 
Walter  asked  grudgingly.  Under  the  cir- 
cumstances he  knew  himself  to  be  unwise 
in  expressing  any  interest  in  Ella's  move- 
ments. But  he  felt  the  interest  keenly, 
and  he  had  never  learnt  the  lesson  of 
keeping  his  feelings  under  control. 

"  Oh,  yes,  she  goes  back  with  us.  And 
a  very  charming  addition  she  will  be  to 
our  home  circle.  She  hasn't  got  my  wife's 
beauty  or  cleverness,  or  fascination,  but 
she's  a  dear,  pretty  Httle  girl  and  a  devoted 
daughter." 

Ted  Greg  said  these  last  words  quite 
piously.  It  struck  him  as  being  very 
much  to  his  own  credit  that  other  people 
should  be   devoted   to  Marian   now.     He 
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could  not  keep  down  the  conviction  that 
he  must  be  a  remarkably  excellent  fellow ! 
when  for  his  sake  (?)  people  were  so  kind 
to  his  wife. 

"Here's  Guy  coming  to  meet  us,"  Sir 
Walter  said,  glad  of  the  opportunity  of 
shying  off  from  the  subject  of  Ella.  "  You 
know  my  brother,  don't  you  ? — awfully 
clever  chap,  has  made  his  mark  as  a 
dramatist  after  having  knocked  about 
and  got  a  lot  of  experience  as  a 
war  correspondent ;  married  to  a  very 
charming  woman  since  you  were  here 
last ;  I  think  you  met  her,  by  the  way,  a 
widow,  a — a "  Sir  Walter  had  inad- 
vertently stumbled  into  the  stony  path  of 
truthful  explanation  before  he  remembered 
to   whom   he    was    speaking.      When    he 

did  remember,  falter,  and  halt,  Ted  Greg 

42» 
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came     to     his     aid     magnanimously     but 
leisurely. 

"  To  be  sure  I  met  her  at  Trelyn  last 
year ;  a  remarkably  nice  woman,  I  thought 
her.  You  were  going  to  tell  me  she  was 
Poynter's  widow  ?  I  knew  that  when  I 
was  here  last,  and  I  thought  then  what  a 
long-suffering  angel  she  must  have  been  to 
have  existed  with  Poynter  all  the  years 
she  did." 

"  She  has  never  had  the  bad  taste  to 
discuss  her  former  husband  with  any  of  us, 
you  may  be  sure,"  Sir  Walter  had  time  to 
say  icily,  before  Guy  came  up  and  joined 
them.  It  wasn't  his  place  to  turn  the  cold 
shoulder  on  Greg  any  more  than  on  any 
other  invited  guest  of  Walter's,  Guy 
reminded  himself;  besides,  Greg  was  a 
splendid    sportsman    all    round,    a    crack 
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rider,  a  capital  shot  and  polo  player,  and 
a  fine  swordsman.  As  a  man's  man  he 
was  rarely  equalled,  and  Guy  had  never 
heard  of  his  being  excelled.  Accordingly 
Mr.  Greg  found  himself  well  and  pleasantly 
welcomed  and  treated  by  the  Trelyn  men, 
and  it  did  not  affect  him  very  much  that 
Mrs.  St.  Austle  looked  askance  at  him,  and 
only  addressed  him  to  make  warm  and 
interested  enquiries  for  his  wife  and  Ella. 

"  The  evening  of  my  life  bids  fair  to  be 
its  happiest  time,"  Mrs.  Greg  said  fondly  to 
her  daughter  the  next  day,  when  Ella  was 
moving  about  the  room  setting  fresh 
flowers  in  vases  where  her  mother's  eyes 
could  light  upon  ihera  without  effort, 
arranging  the  little  daintily  white-draped 
table  by  the  side  of  the  bed  with  the  books 
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and  lavender  salts,  the  eau-de-cologne,  fan, 
paper-knife,  grapes,  bowl  of  violets,  and 
a  dozen  other  trifles  which  tend  to  make 
a  prolonged  stay  in  bed  not  onlji endurable 
but  pleasant. 

"  "What  makes  you  say  that,  mother 
dear  ? "  the  girl  asked,  perching  on  the 
side  of  the  bed  and  smoothing  l)ack  the 
silky  hair  which  she  had  just  dressed  from 
l^Irs.  Greg's  forehead. 

"  Because  I  feel  I  shall  have  you  with 
me  always  now.  Xo  one  waits  on  me  as 
you  do,  Ella.  You  know  what  I  want 
before  I  am  cj^uite  sure  myself  that  I  want 
it.  It's  so  restful  to  me  to  see  you  in  the 
room." 

'*  You  will  have  me  with  you  always," 
EUa  cried  impulsivel}',  "  and  every  day  I 
shall    know    better  how   to  wait  on   vou. 
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dear,  and  to  anticipate  your  wants  and 
wishes.  Dear  mother!  we  shall  be  so 
happy  together." 

She  was  thinking  of  Walter  as  she  spoke. 
That  if  he  came  that  day  he  would  say 
something  that  she  had  been  pining  to 
hear  for  a  long  time,  she  felt  sure,  and 
when  she  had  promised  to  be  quite  his 
own,  she  would  tell  him  that  she  wanted 
her  mother  to  have  that  dear  little 
house  near  Trelyn  which  he  had  once 
lent  to  the  Davises,  in  order  that  she 
(Ella)  might  be  with  her  daily.  The  little 
cloud  which  hung  between  the  two  people 
she  loved  so  dearly  would  soon  melt  away 
when  once  Ella  was  in  the  position  to  speak 
freely  of  one  to  the  other. 

"  Before  to-ni^ht  mother  will  feel   that 
she  has  a  son  to  cling  to  as  long  as  she 


136  UTTEELY  MISTAKEN. 

lives,  as  well  as  a  daughter,"  Ella  told 
herself  hopefully,  but  she  wisely  abstained 
from  expatiating  or  even  distantly  alluding 
to  these  hopes  until  Walter's  own  words 
should  have  turned  them  into  certainties. 
To  her  inexperienced  eyes,  this  rally  which 
Mrs.  Greg  had  made  indicated  a  perma- 
nent recovery.  Everything  looked  bright 
around  her  now  compared  with  the  dark, 
doubtful  past.  Walter  and  Mr.  Greg  were 
such  friends  already  that  there  would  be 
no  difficulty,  as  far  as  he  was  concerned,  in 
the  way  of  the  institution  of  the  most 
intimate  relations,  and  for  her  own  part 
she  made  up  her  mind  to  try  and  like  Greg, 
as  nothing  short  of  her  doing  so  would 
satisfy  and  make  her  mother  happy.  The 
only  bit  of  dulness  in  the  social  atmosphere 
about  her  that   was  visible  to  her  happy, 
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hopeful  young  eyes  was  that  May  seemed 
bent  on  leading  a  solitary  life.  But,  after 
all,  time  was  young  yet,  and  even  if  May 
did  obstinately  decide  on  a  solitary  life,  it 
would  never  be  a  sad  one  while  she  had 
Belhaven  and  her  horses  and  dogs.  So 
even  that  little  bit  of  dulness  was  dis- 
persed by  the  sunshine  that  filled  her 
heart,  when  a  message  was  brought  to 
her  that  Sir  Walter  St.  Austle  was  wait- 
ing to  see  her  in  the  drawing-room. 

She  found  time  to  scan  herself  scrutinis- 
ingly  in  the  glass,  and  to  stoop  over  and  kiss 
her  mother  as  she  asked  : 

"  Do  I  look  fit  to  go  out  in  the  smartest 
tandem  with  the  most  fastidious  man  in  the 
county,  mother  ?  "  before  she  ran  down  and 
met  him  in  a  room  flooded  with  bright, 
warm,  young  spring  sunshine. 


CHAPTER    VII. 

POOR   WOMAN  ! 

Peobably  there  is  not  a  man  of  the  better 
sort  who  does  not  feel  horribly  nervous 
and  painfully  conscious  of  his  shortcomings 
and  general  unworthiness,  when  he  is  about 
to  ask  a  girl  to  give  lierseK  into  his  keep- 
ing and  submit  herself  to  his  rule  only,  for 
the  remainder  of  their  joint  lives. 

At  any  rate,  this  was  the  case  with  Sir 
"Walter  St.  Austle  this  day,  and  in  addition 
to  this  natural  and  praiseworthy  sensation 
of  humility,  there  was  also  an  aching  con- 
sciousness of  meanness.  He  was  not  only 
going  to  ask  this  girl  to  be  his  wife,  but  he 
was  going  to  ask  her  to  do  something  when 
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she  became  his  wife  which  would  be  to  the 
pandering  of  his  pride,  and  to  the  deteriora- 
tion of  her  character ! 

"  I  was  sure  you  would  come,"  she  said 
frankly,  the  moment  she  got  into  the  room  ; 
*'  the  day  is  so  lovely  and  bright,  and 
mother  is  so  much  better.  I  felt  sure  you 
would  come." 

"  I  told  you  I  should  come,  and  I  always 
keep  my  promises  ;  nothing  else  has  an}^- 
thing  to  do  w4th  my  coming,"  he  said 
quickly.  Then  seeing  that  she  looked 
taken  down  and  disappointed,  he  added : 

"  We  St.  Austles  pride  ourselves  a  bit, 
you  know,  on  never  doing  anything  shady  or 
evasive,  and  on  going  straight  to  our  point, 
whatever  unpleasantness  may  be  in  that 
straight  path.  You  know  that,  don't  you, 
Ella?" 
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"  I  know  that !  "  she  said  wonderingly, 
and  her  eyes  dilated  till  they  seemed  all 
pupil,  and  appeared  to  divide  her  straight 
set  brow  from  her  nervously  mobile  mouth 
and  sensitive  little  nose. 

"  Ella,  you  know  why  I  am  here  to- 
day?" 

He  had  taken  both  her  hands,  and  she 
was  standing  at  arms'  length  from  him,  her 
head  slightly  thrown  back. 

Not  a  word  from  her  ;  no  sign  that  she 
understood  him,  unless  the  deepening  of 
the  dilated  pupils  of  her  eyes  might  have 
been  taken  as  one.  She  was  evidently  not 
going  to  smooth  his  path  for  him. 

"  You  have  known  I'm  sure  for  a  long 
time  that  you're  very  dear  to  me,  Ella.  I 
believe  you  saved  my  life  some  time  ago 
when  I  was  in  great  trouble,  and  you  were 
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the  only  one  I  could  speak  to  about  that 
trouble.  You  were  my  darling  little  friend 
before  I  became  your  lover.  I  want  you  to 
be  more  than  my  darling  little  friend  now, 
I  want  you  to  be  my  darling  wife." 

As  he  said  the  last  word  she  wrung  her 
hands  out  of  his  and  sprang  to  him,  her 
arms  round  his  neck,  her  lips  put  up  to 
meet  his  in  a  moment. 

"  I'm  too  happy !  Walter,  I  love  you  so 
much  ;  but  are  you  sure  you'll  never  re- 
pent ?  What  is  there  in  me  ?  Why  should 
I  have  this  joy  when  there  are  so  many 
cleverer,  nicer,  prettier  women  in  the  world 
who  would  be  glad  of  you  ?  " 

He  had  thought  the  same  thing  himself 
several  times  when  he  had  been  out  of 
reach  of  her  personal  influence.  But  that 
she   should    word  this  sentiment   of    utter 
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humility,  she  who  was  by  nature  and 
through  the  antagonistic  conditions  under 
which  she  had  been  brought  up,  rather 
arrogant,  struck  him  as  being  infinitely 
pathetic. 

"But  having  once  known  you,  my 
darling,  I  could  never  be  glad  of  them.  In 
my  eyes  you're  cleverer,  nicer,  and  prettier 
than  any  other  woman  in  the  world." 

"  Ah  !  no,  Walter  ;  now  that  I  know  you 
love  me  I  throw  away  all  my  vanity  and 
conceit,  and  dare  to  see  myself  as  others  see 
me.  I  know  I  am  only  a  moderately  good- 
looking  girl  with  rather  an  expressive  face. 
But  what  do  my  looks  matter  when  you 
love  me  for  them? — or  in  spite  of  them, 
which  is  it  ?  " 

*'  It's  a  woman's  heart  I  think  of,  not  her 
face,"  Sir  Walter  said  magnanimously,  and 
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in  spite  of  the  heroic  way  in  which  she  had 
thrown  aside  all  vanity  and  conceit,  she 
felt  a  trifle  taken  down  when  he  so  calmly 
accepted  her  lowly  estimate  of  her  own 
charms,  and  acquiesced  in  it  without 
protest. 

"My  heart  has  been  yours  for  a  long 
time,  Walter,  well  and  truly  yours.  I 
thought  it  was  friendship  at  first  when  you 
were  in  trouble,"  she  went  on  with  a  furious 
blush.  "  Idiot  that  I  was  not  to  have 
known  that  friendship  wouldn't  have  set 
my  heart  beating  like  a  sledge-hammer 
every  time  I  heard  your  horses'  hoofs 
coming  up  the  drive.  Your  horses  have 
such  a  speaking  trot.  It  shows  how  sympa- 
thetic they  must  be  with  you,  the  dears ! 
that  I  can  tell  your  mood  from  the  sound 
of    their    stepping   before    you    come    in 
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YosttM\l;iy  tliov  sonnilinl  unr(MM;vln,  and  T 
kiu^w  vou  \V(M-o  not  quiti>  liappv,  :uul  were 
unsiMtloJ  about  sonu>tliinu-.  lUit  ti>-ilay 
ihov  ranir  llko  silviM-,  and  I  tVlt  my  hoart  a 
nuM\>  t\\athor\voii;ht  wliiMi  tho  niossaLjo  was 
brought  to  mo  that  i^ou  wove  waiting  tor 
lae.  Yostorday  it  soomod  probable  that  T 
miixlit  be  parted  from  you,  but  now ■" 

8he  eheeked  herself  abruptly  in  the 
midst  o(  her  rapturous  llow  o(  words,  but 
the  smile  that  lighted  up  her  brilliant  little 
faee  as  he  bent  and  kissed  her.  *'  (illed  the 
silenee  like  a  speeeh.'" 

"  And  now  it  will  be  your  own  fault  if 
you  are  ever  parted  iVom  me  for  more  than 
a  few  hours  again." 

"Then  be  sure  that  1  shall  never 
commit  the  tanlt  that  will  part  us,"  she 
laughed    out    happily.     "  What   made   you 
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care  for  me,  Walter  ?  if  it  had  been  any 
other  maa  I  should  have  taken  it  as  only  a 
proper  tribute  to  my  worthy  merits.  But 
you!  I  am  lucky  I  What  will  your  brother 
Guy  and  his  wife  think  when  they  hear  I 
am  going  to  be  Lady  St.  Austle,  your 
wife!" 

It  rather  jarred  on  his  finer  taste  that 
she  should  have  thought  of  the  title  first. 
But  the  jarring  sensation  soon  passed  away 
as  he  reflected  that  it  was  only  another 
proof  of  her  absolute  sincerity  and  in- 
genuousness. 

"Guy  will   approve,   on   one  condition, 

about  which  I  shall  speak  to  you  by-and- 

by.     Xow,  my  darling !  put  on  your  finest 

war-paint  and   come   out  :   the  horses   are 

looking  lovely  to-day.     I've  got   a  brother 

of   the   Promise    of    May's    in    as    leader. 
VOL.  III.  43 
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I  must  teach  you  to  drive  tandem,  Ella ; 
you'd  look  awfully  smart  handling  the 
reins  with  such  a  pair  as  I  have  in  to-day," 

"I'm  too  happy! — to  think  that  you 
should  be  planning  what  we  will  do  together 
with  your  horses " 

"  '  All  that's  mine  is  thine,  lassie/  "  he 
quoted  ;  then  with  a  sudden  greedy  desire 
to  get  her  all  to  himself,  he  added  :  "  Make 
haste  with  the  war-paint — where  is  May? 
we'll  tell  her  before  we  start." 

"  Of  course  we  will,  but  mother  must  be 
told  first.  I  will  run  up  and  tell  her,  and 
ask  her  to  see  you.  Walter,  she  will  be  so 
happy.  I  know  the  thought  of  what  might 
become  of  me  when  she  is  gone — 2/ she  goes, 
which  I  feel  she  won't  do  yet  now  that 
all  thinf;fs  are  so  much  briiihter — worries 
her  terribly." 
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"  Wait  a  moment." 

The  tone  more  than  the. words  arrested 
her  flying  feet,  and  brought  her  back 
smihngiy  but  just  a  Uttle  puzzled  to  his 
side. 

"  Is  there  any  ojcasion  to  say  anything 
to  your  mother  this  morning j;  wait  till  after 
our  drive ;  tell  her  when  I  am  gone  home. 
I  hate  a  fuss  about  any thingi when  fuss  can 
be  avoided." 

The  smile  had  faded  from  Ella's  face  and 
she  looked  more  puzzled  than  before. 

"  My  mother  is  not  one  to  make  a  '  fuss ' 
about  anything.  She  will  bear  happiness 
as  quietly  as  she  has^borne  misery — poor 
darling !  " 

"  I'm  glad  to  hear  that,"  he  said,  heartily  ; 

"  the  fact  is  I  don't  want  to  do  anything  to 

excite  her  unnecessarily  or  put  any  uncalled- 

43* 
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for  tension  on  lier  nerves.  I  know  how  ill 
she  is,  I  know  how  precarious  her  condition 
is ;  why  should  she  be  subjected  to  the 
gratuitous  agitation  of  an  interview  with 
me  now  that  3^ou  and  I  have  settled  what 
we  mean  to  do  ?  " 

"  But  she  must  see  you  and  know  you, 
Walter.  She  is  not  too  ill  to  take  an  interest 
in  the  lightest  thini?  that  concerns  me,  and 
when  it  comes  to  this,  the  most  important 
event  of  my  life  ! — oh !  my  mother  must  be 
the  first  to  know  it,  the  first  to  wish  me 
joy,  the  first  to  hear  that  she  is  to  have  a 
son  as  well  as  a  daughter  to  love  her." 

"  That's  nonsense ! "  he  exclaimed, 
abruptly  ;  "  I  am  not  a  sentimental  boy 
ready  to  register  any  number  of  idiotic 
vows  of  fealty  to  my  future  wife's  family. 
I  am  a  man,  with  a  man's  heavy  responsi- 
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bilities  upon  me.  I  am  the  trustee  for  the 
honour  and  reputation  of  an  honoured 
name.  My  wife  must  help  me  to  discharge 
the  duties  of  that  trusteeship  in  all  their 
integrity." 

She  nodded  her  head  slowly.  "Tell  me 
exactly  what  you  mean  and  what  you  want 
me  to  do,  Walter,  before  I  register  any  idiotic 
vows  of  absolute,  bhnd  obedience  to  my 
future  husband's  orders.  I  am  not  a  senti- 
mental girl,  any  more  than  you  are  a 
sentimental  boy,  though  I  have  not  the 
advantao'e  of  beinf,^  the  trustee  for  the 
honour  and  reputation  of  an  honoured 
name." 

"  What  a  dear,  httle,  dignified  spitfire  it 
can  be  ;  "  he  said,  trying  to  look  amused  ; 
"  we're  wasting  time,  my  darling  ;  go  and 
get  the  war-paint  on." 


150  UTTEKLY  MISTAKEN. 

"  Wlien  you  have  told  me  exactly  what 
you  want  me  to  do — what  you  mean  me  to 
do— rU  go." 

"  I  want  you  to  tell  your  mother  by-and- 
by  that  you  are  going  to  marry  me,  that 
we  love  each  other  very  truly  and  steadily, 
and  that  it  will  be  for  your  happiness  in 
your  new  sphere  that  she  should  show  her- 
self a  really  lovinp",  sensible  and  reasonable 
mother,  by  abstaining  from  the  attempt  to 
hold  any  further  relations  with  you  after 
your  marriage." 

"  That  is  all  you  want  ? " 

"  That's  all,  my  darling,"  he  said,  heartily  ; 
feeling  himself  to  be  a  very  liberal-minded 
fellow,  and  Ella  a  dear,  docile  little  thing. 

"  You  only  want  me  to  be  an  unnatural 
daughter  and  to  ask  my  mother  to  be  an 
unnatural  parent  ?     Well,  I  suppose  that's 
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not  much  for  the  trustee  for  the  honour  and 
reputation  of  an  honoured  name  to  ask  of  a 
little  nobody." 

"  You  put  it  rather  cynically,  my  darling, 
but,  seriously  speaking,  it  is  not  asking 
much." 

"  You  must  ask — the  trifle ! — of  some 
other  woman." 

She  turned  away  from  him  and  walked 
steadily  to  the  door,  before  he  could 
recover  from  his  surprise  sufficiently  to 
speak. 

"  You  are  mad  to  throw  away  your 
happiness  and  mine  in  this  way  " — he  stepped 
hastily  after  her  and  laid  his  hand  on  hers 
as  she  was  turning  the  door-handle — "  after 
what  has  passed  between  us  !  I  have  held 
you  in  my  arms,  kissed  you  as  I  would  not 
have  dared  to  do  if  I  had  not  known  that 
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you  were  to  be  my  wife  soon.  You  can't 
throw  aside  and  blot  out  the  memory  of 
this  last  hour,  and  of  all  the  love  we  have 
lavished  on  each  other  in  it,  because  I  ask 
you  to  give  up  one  whom  you  have  never 
known  and  never  cared  for  till  quite 
recently." 

"  Don't  try  to  tempt  me  to  stab  her 
and  desert  her,"  Ella  cried,  putting  her 
hands  up  to  her  face  to  shut  out  the  sight 
of  his  handsome,  harassed,  pained  face ; 
"  if  you  do,"  she  went  on  fiercely,  "  when 
you  are  old  and  dying,  a  child  you  love 
will  hurt  and  leave  you  !  Don't  try  to  tempt 
me  for  your  own  sake,  not  for  mine,  for 
nothing  that  you  can  say  will  take  me  from 
my  mother — now." 

"  Confounded  ass  I've  been,  and  a 
d — d  mess  I've  made  of  it    by  being  so 


POOR  WOMAM  1  153 

prematurely  honest.  A  more  cunning  or 
cautious  fellow  would  have  waited  till  she 
was  his  wife  to  offer  her  the  pill,"  he 
grumbled  to  himself.  He  was  bitterly- 
hurt,  mortified,  and  angry.  It  had  seemed 
to  him  such  a  little  thino-  that  Ella  should 
at  his  request,  au,d  on  account  of  various 
reasons  which  delicacy  forbade  his  enlarg- 
ing upon  to  her,  give  up  a  woman  to 
whom  personally  he  was  profoundly  in- 
difierent,  but  who  had  sinned  against 
Society's  elastic  law.  Her  sin  against  God 
and  morality  he  would  have  been  kind  and 
forgiving  to,  if  only  it  had  not  been  found 
out  by  that  section  of  the  world  in  which 
it  was  essential  a  Lady  St.  Austle  should  hold 
her  head  high  and  be  of  speckless  repute. 
Hurt,  mortified  and  angry  as  he  was,  he 
was  not  despairing.     When  Ella  got  over 
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her  tantrums,  and  looked  the  situation 
calmly  and  dispassionately  in  the  face, 
she  would  realise  the  extent  of  the  suicidal 
act  of  folly  she  had  tried  to  commit.  "  In 
all  probability,"  he  reflected,  "  she  will  tell 
her  mother,  and  if  a  real  mother's  heart  beats 
in  'Mis.  Greg's  breast,  she  will  influence  her 
daughter  in  the  right  way,  and  point  out  that 
my  conditions  are  only  just  and  reasonable. 
And  Ella  will  be  glad  to  be  convinced,"  he 
told  himself  exultantly,  "for,  there's  no 
doubt  of  it,  the  little  girl  is  awfully  fond  of 
me  I 

Not  caring  to  meet  any  member  of  the 
household  just  then,  he  went  out  through 
the  open  window,  and  round  to  the  stable- 
yard  to  order  his  tandem  himself.  On  his 
way  through  the  thicket-path  at  the  end 
of  the  house  he  met  May,  who  had  been 
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constraining  herself  to  keep  out  of  the  way 
till  Ella]  was  free  and  ready  to  impart  the 
great  news,  for  May  had  quite  fathomed 
the  meaning^  of  Sir  Walter's  confessed 
special  call  on  Miss  Poynter.  But  now 
when  she  met  him,  though  he  assumed  a 
feather-hearted  air,  May  saw  that  there  was 
somethino^  wronof. 

"  I  thought  you  would  have  stayed  to 
luncheon  with  us,  Walter,"  she  began. 
"  Why  are  you  running  away  so  soon  ?  " 

"  I  wanted  to  take  Ella  for  a  drive,  but 
it  didn't  come  off,  so  there  was  nothing  to 
do  but  to  come  away,"  he  said,  and  in 
spite  of  his  utmost  efforts  there  was  a 
touch  of  chagrin  and  disappointment  in  his 
tone. 

"  Was  her  mother  worse  ?  "  May  asked 
anxiously. 
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"  Not  that  I'm  aware  of." 

He  spoke  stiffly,  and  May  asked  quickly : 

"  Surely  if  Ella  was  called  away  from 
you  suddenly,  you  enquired  the  reason, 
didn't  you  ?  " 

"  Indeed  I  did  not ;  she  was  not  called 
away,  she  left  me  suddenly  in  that  pettish, 
spasmodic  manner  which  has  its  attrac- 
tions when  it's  brought  to  bear  on  others, 
but  not  when  thrown  to  oneself." 

"  I  have  seen  nothing  of  that  pettish 
and  spasmodic  manner  lately,  never  indeed 
since  she  has  been  under  her  mother's 
influence,  and  the  influence  of  her  love 
for  her  mother.  What  a  wonderfully 
softening  efiect  Mrs.  Greg  has  had  upon 
her  daughter  !  Xo  one  knows  it  better  or 
so  well  as  I  do." 

"  It's  a  pity  she  didn't  stay  at  home  and 
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exert  that  influence  from  Ella's  childhood," 
he  grumbled. 

"  A  great  pity — poor  woman  !  "  May 
said  sorrowfully. 

"  She's  has  had  her  whistle  ; .  she  must 
expect  to  'pay  for  it.  We  all  have  to,  as 
Guy  says ! " 

"Has  Guy  paid  for  his.^  have  "you  for 
yours  ?  " 

"  Come  now.  May,  you  can't,  with  any 
show  of  truth  or  reason,  imply  that  Guy 
or  I  have  had  a  whistle  that  we  weren't 
perfectly  ready  to  pay  the  fullest  price 
for  in  the  light  of  day." 

"  Guy  has  been  a  very  prudent  man,  and 
you  have  been  a  very  lucky  one,  Walter," 
she  said  thoughtfully,  for  her  mind  was 
full  of  sad  sympathy  with  the  imprudent, 
unlucky  husband  and  wife  who  were  her 
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guests  under  such  painfully  strained  con- 
ditions. 

It  was  on  liis  tonpue  to  tell  her  that 
what  she  glibly  spoke  of  as  his  "  luck " 
was  his  straightforward  pursuance  of  the 
path  which  an  honourable  man  of  good 
family  position  and  means  is  bound  and 
finds  it  practically  best  to  tread.  But 
May's  attention  was  diverted  from  even 
his  opening  sentence  by  the  sight  of  her 
old  man-servant  hurrying  towards  her,  as 
fast  as  his  rheumatic  legs  would  carry 
him. 

"  Will  you  come  to  Miss  Ella,  ma'am,  her 
ma  don't  know  her,  and  can't  speak  ;  the 
young  lady's  like  one  gone  dotty  !  " 

"  Walter  !  send — No !  go  yourself*  for 
the  doctor  this  minute,''  May  shouted  as 
she  ran   off,   and   three  minutes  later    Sir 
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Walter  St,  Austle  found  himself  ridingr  as 
hard  as  he  could  in  search  of  medical 
assistance  for  the  woman  whom  he  had 
been  trying  to  obliterate  out  of  her 
daughter's  life,  and  hoping  that  he  might 
be  in  time  for  that  assistance  to  be  of 
use. 


CHAPTEE  VIII. 

UNCONVENTIONAL  ! 

MoEE  than  a  year  had  passed  since  Sir 
Walter  St.  Austle  had  ridden  in  haste  and 
in  vain  for  the  medical  aid  which  would 
have  been  useless  even  when  he  started  on 
his  mission.  Mrs.  Gres  had  died  suddenlv, 
peacefully — and  happily  it  may  be  hoped — 
within  ten  minutes  of  Ella's  return  to  the 
bedside.  The  girl  had  schooled  her  fea- 
tures to  show  no  sion  of  distress  or  ao-itation 
as  she  came  up  to  her  mother's  side  with 
some  fruit  and  flowers  which  would,  she 
knew,  seem  doubly  sweet  to  the  invalid 
from  the  fact  of  their  having  been  gathered 
by   Ted  Greg.     But  it  was    destined   that 
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their  sweetness  should  not  be  tasted  by  the 

one  for   whom    they    had    been    gathered. 

She  was  raisino-  herself  with  a  smile  to  take 

the  bunch    of    old-fashioned  crimson    and 

pink     monthly    roses    from    Ella's    hand, 

when  she  fell  back,  white  and  "  faint,"  the 

girl  thought.     A  spasm  of  pain  passed  over 

her  face,  to  be  quickly  succeeded  by  a  smile 

of  such  absolute  peace  and  content  as  had 

not  irradiated  it  for  many  a  weary  year. 

Then  her  eyes  closed  gently,  and  with  her 

hands   clasped   in  Ella's,  her    life-struggle 

was  over. 

It  was  more  than  a  year  ago  that  this, 

which  could  not  be  called  a  calamity,  had 

come  to  pass.     During  these  months  May 

Meredith   had  devoted  herself    entirely  to 

Ella's   care  and  consolation,  for  after  her 

mother's  death  the  girl  had  sunk  into  a  low 
VOL.  m.  44 
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state  of  health,  and  May  judged  rightly 
enough  that  her  despondency  was  not 
solely  due  to  the  loss  of  her  mother.  But 
whatever  the  source  of  her  grief  might 
have  been,  she  kept  a  strict  silence  about 
it,  and  tacitly  imposed  the  same  restraint 
on  others.  She  "  was  not  well  enough  to 
see  anyone,"  she  said,  when  the  Trel3'n 
Towers  people  called,  and  Walter  sent  her 
a  significant  message  through  May.  She 
"  was  not  well  enough  or  clear-headed 
enough  to  write,"  she  declared,  when  a  long, 
pleading,  self-excusing  letter  from  Sir  Walter 
reached  her.  Death  had  stepped  in  and 
apparently  crushed  out  of  her  heart  all 
love  for  and  thought  of  the  living.  She 
had  one  consolation,  which  she  liuc'2fed 
closely  to  her  heart.  Her  mother  had  never 
known  how  subtly  the  man  she  loved  had 
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tried  to  tempt  her  from  her  mother's  side 
and  make  her  weed  that  mother  out  of  her 
life. 

Mr.  Grei?  had  been  shocked  into  stone 
apparent!}^  by  the  death  of  his  wife.  There 
had  been  no  wild  outburst  when  the  start- 
ling intelligence  had  first  been  broken,  but 
he  had  cased  himself  mentally  in  iron,  and 
held  aloof  from  everyone.  As  soon  as  the 
funeral  was  over  he  had  sent  a  brief  note 
of  thanks  to  Miss  Meredith  for  her  great 
goodness,  and  taken  his  departure  without 
seeing  either  her  or  Ella.  And  May  had 
honoured  him  for  her  avoidance  of  herself, 
for  had  she  not  been  the  innocent  cause  of 
his  fall  from  his  allegiance  and  loyalty  to 
his  wife  ? 

She    was    a    healthy-minded     girl,     but 

though  she  would  not  allow  herself  to  dwell 

44* 
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morbidly  on  the  recollection  of  her  brief 
love-dream,  there  were  times  when  she 
could  not  keep  the  memory-  of  that  happy 
time  in  which  her  little  romance  had  been 
played  at  ba}'.  She  had  forgiven  Ted  for 
the  decejDtion  he  had  practised  on  her, 
completely  and  entirely,  telling  herself,  as 
loving  women  will,  that  it  was  his  love  for 
her  which  had  led  him  to  take  the  down- 
ward, dishonourable  path.  Away  at  the 
bottom  of  that  deceitful  and  desperately 
wicked  organ,  her  heart,  there  lurked  a 
hope  that  in  time,  when  his  wound  was 
healed  a  little,  he  would  seek  her  "in 
friendship  at  least,  if  in  friendship  only," 
again.  But  when  months  had  passed  away 
and  he  still  made  no  effort  to  do  so,  she 
told  herself  that  it  was  all  over!  all  over 
indeed,  and  felt  ashamed  of  having  hoped 
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that  his  feelings  of  remorse  and  regret  for 
his  dead  wife  had  been  bhmted  in  any 
degree. 

For  Ella's  sake  she  had  wrenched  herself 
away  from  Belhaven,  and  the  thousand  and 
one  occupations  and  amusements  she  made 
for  herself  there,  and  tried  the  effect  of 
constant  change  on  the  bruised  spirit  of  the 
girl  who  would  not  even  tacitly  admit  that 
she  had  any  other  cause  for  depression 
than  the  loss  of  her  mother  just  as  she  had 
come  to  know  and  love  her. 

It  was  noticeable  that  Ella  was  always 
better  in  body  and  brighter  in  mind  when 
she  was  away  from  Belhaven.  She  attri- 
buted this  satisfactory  condition  to  the  fact 
of  her  having  there  been  brought  face  to 
face  with  death  for  the  first  time.  But 
Mav  knew  better.      She  fathomed  that  it 
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was  the  vicinity  of  the  hving  lover  rather 
than  the  shadow  of  the  dead  mother  which 
clouded  over  Ella's  spirit,  dimmed  her 
glorious  eyes  with  frequent  unshed  tears, 
and  depressed  her  into  a  state  of  lassitude 
and  indifference. 

"  Shall  we  start  on  an  unconventional 
wandering  tour.  Ella  ?  "  May  proposed  one 
day  when  Ella  had  been  sitting  brush  in 
hand  for  an  hour,  gazing  vacantly  at  a 
miniature  she  had  commenced  weeks  ago, 
and  had  not  the  heart  or  desire  appa- 
rently to  finish.  It  was  only  a  copy  of  one 
of  May's  ancestresses — a  delicate-looking 
creature,  with  eyes  larger  than  her  rosebud 
of  a  mouth,  and  a  complexion  that  can  only 
be  produced  on  ivory. 

"  One  can't  wander,  or  do  anything  else 
unconventionally  in  this  conventional  anil 
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prosaic  age,"  Ella  grumbled,  though  she 
was  secretly  delighted  at  the  idea  of  getting 
away  from  Belhaven.  "  We  can  only  go  in 
railway  carriages,  and  put  up  at  hotels,  like 
everybody  else." 

"  We  won't  travel  in  railway  carriages, 
nor  put  up  at  hotels.  I  will  drive  my  cobs 
in  the  waggonette,  and  we  will  just  follow 
any  road  we  fancy,  and  put  up  at  night  in 
any  village  we  chance  to  come  to,  where  we 
can  get  a  bed  in  a  cottage,  or  in  a  road-side 
inn.  We  will  take  a  hamper  of  provisions, 
and  eat  them  by  the  road-side,  or  by  a  river, 
and  when  the  hamper  is  exhausted  we  will 
find  our  way  to  a  town  and  fill  it  again. 
You  take  a  sketch-bookj  and  I  will  take 
books,  and  we  will  trust  to  chance  to  direct 
us  where  to  go  and  where  to  stop.  Does 
the  plan  commend  itself  to  you  ?  " 
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Yes !  the  plan  commended  itself  very 
highly  to  Ella.  She  pictured  Sir  Walter's 
chagrin,  when  he  found  she  was  really  gone 
without  having^  made  one  sign  of  forcfive- 
ness,  and  the  picture  was  pleasant  to  her. 
He  had  tried  to  make  her  faithless  to  her 
mother  !  He  could  never  reall}^  have  loved 
her  or  he  would  not  have  done  this  ;  conse- 
quently it  was  only  just  that  he  should  be 
punished  through  his  pride,  and  made  to 
understand  that  his  will  was  not  law  to  her 
at  least. 

*'  I  long  to  get  out  of  the  land  of  Tre, 
Pol,  and  Pen,"  she  said,  when  they  were 
starting.  "  Turn  the  horses'  heads  up 
country,  May.  I  shall  feel  happier  when 
we  have  crossed  the  Tamar." 

"  Shall  we  explore  Dartmoor,  and  then 
push  on  into  North   Devon,  and  look  up 
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the  red  deer  in  the  Doones'  land  ? "  May 
asked. 

"Now  you're  marking  out  a  route  in 
your  own  mind,  and  we  agreed  we  would 
go  where  chance  led  us,"  Ella,  protested. 
She  had  no  fancy  for  revisiting  Lynton  and 
Lynmouth,  or  any  of  the  places  where  she 
had  first  met  Guy  St.  Austle  in  the  company 
of  her  step-mother.  It  humiliated  her  now 
to  remember  that  she  had  once  liked  Guy 
so  well,  that  she  had  plotted  and  descended 
to  meanness  and  trickery  in  order  to  win 
him  from  Mrs.  Poynter.  She  had  learnt  the 
lesson  from  Walter  since  of  what  real  love 
was,  and  it  made  her  smart  to  think  that 
she  had  ever  degraded  the  passion  by  pre- 
tending it  was  that  she  felt  for  Guy. 

The  first  day's  journey  was  a  brilliant 
success.      It   landed    them  without   much 
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difficulty  at  Liskeard,  where  they  stayed 
the  night  in  the  best  inn's  best  rooms.  The 
atmosphere  had  been  perfect,  the  sun  bright, 
the  roads  not  too  dusty,  and  the  glorious 
woods  that  bordered  their  way  on  either 
side  for  many  miles  in  "  verdure  clad."  The 
second  day  left  a  little  more  to  wish  for.  A 
lij^lit  drizzle  fell  without  ceasinj?  for  several 
hours.  One  of  the  cobs  had  taken  a  chill 
in  the  stable  the  previous  night.  The  other 
one  st eloped  on  a  broken  ginger-beer  bottle 
earty  in  the  day,  and  lamed  himself  slightly. 
Thej^  had  miscalculated  the  effects  of  fresh 
air  for  hours  continuously  on  their  appetites, 
and  so  their  provisions  ran  short,  and  the 
viands  in  the  village  shops  which  they 
passed  at  rare  intervals  were  not  tempting. 
When,  very  much  in  the  gloaming,  they 
reached  the  feny-boat  which  plies  between 
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Cornwall  and  Devon,  their  spirits  were  low 
and  their  nerves  fatigued,  and  they  realised 
with  deep  but  repressed  satisfaction  that 
they  would  very  shortly  be  in  Plymouth, 
and  able  to  instal  themselves  in  a  con- 
ventional and  exceedingly  comfortable 
hotel. 

"  The  ostler  says  that  Gay  Lad's  shoe 
must  come  off,  and  his  foot  have  several 
days'  rest  before  he  will  be  fit  for  work 
again,"  May  told  her  companion,  when  they 
sat  down  at  last  to  a  late  supper  at  the 
Eoyal  Hotel. 

"  What  a  bore !  "  Ella  said  mechanically  ; 
but  a  moment  after  she  added,  "  After  all 
it's  lucky  the  breakdown  has  taken  place  in 
Plymouth.  What  should  we  have  done  if  it 
had  happened  in  an  out-of-the-way  hole  of  a 
village,  where  we  might  have  had  to  put  up 
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in  an  unsavoury  cottage,  or  an  even  more 
revolting  pub  ?  " 

"  Yes,  this  is  more  conventional  than  'we 
bargained  for  when  we  started,  but  it's 
more  comfortable,"  May  assented,  "  and 
after  all  it's  not  choice  but  necessity  that 
will  keep  us  here  in  the  madding  throng  for 
a  few  daj's.  Poor  Gay  Lad  is  far  too  dear 
to  have  his  precious  foot  trifled  with." 

"  We  can  easily  get  away  from  the 
madding  throng,"  Ella  said,  looking  up 
from  the  local  map  which  she  had  been 
studying  attentively  between  the  courses  of 
the  meal  that  was  less  frugal  than  they  had 
determined  on  havinii'  when  makino;  out 
their  programme.  "  ^Ye  can  easily  get  up 
on  Dartmoor,  and  stalk  about  among  the 
gorse  and  heather,  and  find  some  wild  farm 
house  where  we  can  set  milk   and  bread 
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baked  over  a  peat  fire.  Shall  we  ask  for 
the  paper,  May  dear,  and  see  what  is  going 
on  at  the  theatres  ?  " 

They  were  soon  both  of  them  looking  out 
the  advertisements  of  current  entertain- 
ments, and  May's  sympathetic  eyes  lighted 
directly  upon  one  in  which  horses  figured 
prominently. 

"  Oh  !  see,  Ella,  this  will  be  charming,  I 
am  sure.  '  To-morrow,  Thursday,  at  three 
p.m.  and  eight  p.m.  Horse  training  and 
breaking  extraordinary  by  Edward  Edwards, 
Esq.,  the  champion  breaker  and  trainer. 
Any  horse,  however  strong,  spirited,  or 
vicious,  warranted  to  be  broken  in  by  a 
process  known  only  to  Mr.  Edwards,  tamed 
and  ridden  within  twenty  minutes  or  half 
an  hour  at  most.  There  are  no  ropes  or 
any  other   appliances  used    in   the  process. 


174  UTTERLY  MISTAKEN. 

which  is  simply  one  of  the  most  indomitable 
courafre,  strens^th  and  skill.'  " 

"  We'll  go  and  see  that,  won't  we  ?  "  May- 
said,  her  face  beaming  with  excitement  and 
pleasurable  anticipation.  "  I  always  wished 
I  could  have  seen  Earey,  but  ever^'one  says 
that  he  used  chloroform  in  training  his 
horses.  This  man  uses  nothing,  but 
'  couracfe,  stren^^th  and  skill.'  " 

*'  You  won't  give  up  Dartmoor  for  it,  will 
you?" 

"  Oh !  no  !  we  will  do  Dartmoor  all  day, 
and  horse-training  at  eight  in  the  evening. 
I  am  longing  for  to-morrow  night  to  come, 
aren't  you  ?  " 

"  Well !  I'm  only  moderately  impatient 
about  it,"  Ella  laughed  ;  "  it  never  occurred 
to  me  that  to  see  a  man  break  in  a  horse 
was  much  of  a  spectacle." 
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"  It  must  be  a  fine  sight  doing  it  as  he  is 
said  to  do  it,"  May  said  enthusiastically. 

'•Supposing  the  strong,  spirited  and 
vicious  horse  masters  and  hurts  him  ? " 

"  I  won't  contemplate  such  a  dismal 
possibility." 

"  Perhaps  he  will  turn  out  to  be  one  of 
Buffalo  BiU's  Cowboys  ?  " 

"  I  don't  care  who  he  will  turn  out  to  be. 
He  won't  be  a  Cowboy,  I  am  sure,  or  he 
would  call  himself  a  '  Colonel '  with  a  lot  of 
initials  before  his  name,  instead  of  the 
simple  '  Esquire '  after  it." 

EUa  looked  thous^htful  for  a  few 
moments.  When  she  spoke  it  was  to 
say: 

"  I  once  heard  Walter  St.  Austle  speak 
of  a  man  he  knew  who  could  throw  a  horse, 
however  strange  or  strong,  without  a  bridle 
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or  halter.     Sir   Walter   admired   him   very 
much  for  it." 

"  What  was  Walter's  friend's  name  ?  " 
"  I've — forgotten  "  ;  Ella  said  hesitatingly, 
and  colouring  faintly.    "  I  am  going  to  bed 
now  to  dream  of  Dartmoor  ponies  and  peat- 
baked  bread." 

"  And  I  to  dream  of  restive  horses  sub- 
dued by  a  man's  indomitable  courage, 
strength  and  skill,"  said  May,  with  her 
cheeks  glowing  and  eyes  sparkling  with 
joyful  expectancy. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

A  woman's  voice. 

While  May  was  inspecting  her  cobs  in 
their  loose  boxes,  the  next  morning,  Ella 
went  out  to  explore  as  much  as  she  could 
of  the  town  before  the  train  was  due  which 
was  to  take  them  to  one  of  the  most  beauti- 
ful bits  of  woodland  and  river  scenery  in 
Devonshire  —  Bickleigh  Yale.  She  also 
wished,  if  she  could  do  it  without  trouble, 
to  find  out  something  more  about  the  gen- 
tleman horse-breaker  in  whose  performance 
May  was  taking  such  an  interest.  Such  an 
"  instinctively  strong  interest,"  Ella  called 
it  to  herself,  and  yet  she  could  not  analyse 
the    reason   why  she    called    the    interest 

"instinctive." 

VOL    III.  45 
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Large  posters  were  up  in  various  places, 
and  a  string  of  sandwich  men  were  bearing 
about  large-lettered  and  alarmingl}'-  illus- 
trated representations  of  the  contests  be- 
tween man  and  beasts,  in  various  blood- 
curdling attitudes.  But  Ella  felt  sure 
that  the  brawny,  highly-coloured  Hercules 
sprawling  about  on  these  posters  was  a 
villainous  caricature,  and  therefore  gave 
her  no  clue  to  the  real  appearance  of  the 
man.  She  could  not  define  why  she  felt 
curious  about  the  personality  of  this 
stranger.  But  curious  she  did  feel,  and  it 
was  borne  in  upon  her  that  when  she  saw 
him  he  would  not  be  an  utter  stranger  to 
her. 

In  one  of  the  shops  she  entered  to  make 
some  trifling  purchase,  she  heard  a  lady 
customer  discoursing  on  the  same  subject 
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that  was  filling  her  (Ella's)  mind  to  one  of 
the  shop-girls. 

"  Mr.  Edwards  is  a  friend,  or  rather 
an  acquaintance  of  mine  "  she  said,  laughing 
consciously,  and  then  looking  rather  dis- 
appointed that  the  girl  behind  the  counter 
betrayed  no  further  interest  in  the  matter, 
she  added  "  Such  a  handsome  man  he  is 
and  such  a  perfect  gentleman.  I  don't 
wonder  at  the  place  being  crowded  every 
day  and  every  night  to  see  him  risk  his  life, 
the  dear  fellow." 

"  I  hear  all  the  ladies  are  running  after 
him,  but  he  seems  to  be  more  for  his  horses 
than  for  the  ladies,"  the  girl  said  in- 
differently. 

"I  don't  know  about  that,''  assuming 
a  look  of  annoyance  and  severity  in  a  mo- 
ment ;  "  he  is  devoted  to    his   horses,  but 

45* 
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that  does  not  prevent  his  being  devoted  to 
ladies,  or  at  least  to  one  lady,  too." 

"  And  who  is  the  lady,  Mrs.  Jones  ? 
Come  now,"  the  girl  went  on  coaxingly, 
affecting  an  interest  she  did  not  feel,  for  the 
wealthy  Mrs.  Jones  was  a  valuable  customer. 
"  You  might  as  well  say  at  once  that  it's 
yourself,  for  there  isn't  another  lady  in 
Plvmouth  so  well  worth  lookins^  at  as 
you." 

Mrs.  Jones  bridled,  blushed  and  rolled 
her  eyes  about  in  the  most  approved  man- 
ner of  the  underbred  coquette,  as  she 
answered  with  a  smirk : 

"  I  indeed !  don't  you  think  I  have  had 
enough  of  matrimony?  I  thought  I  was 
goim?  to  be  an  old  man's  darlino^  when  I 

DC  O 

married  Mr.  Jones,  but  he  was  so  strict  and 
worshipped  me  so  that  he  wouldn't  let  any 
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Other  man  look  at  me  or  speak  to  me.  All 
Plymouth  knows  that,  so  you  needn't  think 
I  am  going  to  put  my  neck  into  a  halter 
again  even  for  Mr.  Edwards." 

"Perhaps  he'll  tame  you  and  break  you 
without  the  halter,  as  he  does  the  horses," 
the  girl  said  slily,  and  then,  as  Mrs.  Jones's 
exhibition  of  silliness  and  vanity  was  be- 
coming monotonous  to  her,  she  devoted 
all  her  energies  to  dilating  on  the  beauties 
and  merits  of  the  silks  and  satins  that  were 
billowing  over  the  counter. 

"  Very  handsome  !  quite  a  gentleman  ! 
and  endowed  with  almost  magical  power 
over  a  horse  !  "  How  exactly  this  description 
of  him  tallied  with  that  given  to  her  by 
Walter  of  a  friend  of  his !  but  the  friend's 
name  and  identity  eluded  her  mem.ory,  and 
she   gave   up    thinking   any   more    of  the 
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matter  as  she  hurried  back  to  the  hotel  to 
carry  May  off  to  the  railway  station. 

It  was  one  of  the  open  days  at  Bickleigh 
Vale,  and  a  goodly  number  of  fellow-tourists 
made  their  way  by  the  same  train  to  the 
same  spot.  They  took  neither  interest  in 
nor  notice  of  these,  but  hurried  awaj'  with 
their  little  luncheon  basket  to  a  small,  semi- 
circular, shrub-bordered  slope  of  turf  by  the 
river,  close  to  the  bridge. 

Ella  had  her  sketching-pad  and  May  a 
book,  in  which  she  was  not  too  entirely 
absorbed.  She  was  able  and  willing  to 
withdraw  her  attention  from  its  fascinating 
pictures  of  unreal  life  every  few  minutes, 
and  give  it  to  the  rippling  river,  the  sighing, 
soft  wind  that  just  ruffled  the  leaves  on  the 
trees,  and  the  sweet,  drowsy,  insect- laden 
atmosphere.     It  was  so  seductively  sooth- 
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ing  and  beautiful  that  May's  love  of  life 
and  action,  of  sport  and  pastime,  of  her 
four-footed  fellow-creatures  and  the  feats 
they  enabled  her  to  perform,  was  lying 
dormant. 

"  I  could  stay  here  in  weather  like  this 
just  as  lam,  through  all  time,  without  being 
either  restless  or  discontented,"  she  said 
languidly,  throwing  herself  back  against 
the  bank  with  her  arms  over  her  head. 
"  Why  do  you  exert  yourself  to  sketch, 
Ella?  why  don't  you  just  'be,'  and  nothing 
more." 

"You're  generally  down  on  me  if  I'm 
idle  for  ten  minutes,"  Ella  said  laughingly. 
"  Now  the  mood's  on  me  to  work,  I  shall 
be  able  to  make  a  pretty  picture  of  this 
by-and-by.  It  will  want  a  figure  or  two 
to  give  it  life  thouo^h." 
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"  Can't  you  put  in  two  or  three  figures 
out  of  your  own  head  ?  " 

"  No,  I  want  every  bit  of  it  to  be  real. 
If  the  figures  don't  come,  I  won't  put  any 
in." 

"  They  are  coming  now  in  obedience  to 
some  charm  you  have  used,  you  Httle 
witch.  Look  at  them !  Creeping  up  to- 
wards the  bridge." 

May  waved  her  hand  as  she  spoke  in  the 
direction  of  the  road  across  the  river  that 
wound  from  the  pubhc  way  towards  the 
bridge,  and  Ella,  glancing  in  the  direction 
indicated,  saw  a  little  cavalcade,  composed 
of  two  men  and  a  lady  on  horseback. 

The  trio  reined  up  on  the  bridge,  and 
the  sound  of  their  laughter  and  voices  came 
floating  on  the  air  to  the  ears  of  the  girls  by 
the   riverside   some   little    distance   below. 
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They  could  not  hear  what  the  men  said, 
but  the  tones  of  their  voices  struck  some 
chords  of  memory  in  both  girls,  and  it  was 
with  rather  a  disturbed  face  and  manner 
that  May  rose  up,  saying  : 

"  Let  us  saunter  farther  down  stream. 
Passers-by  on  the  bridge  disturb  the  illusion 
of  perfect  solitude  which  I  was  revelling  in 
just  now." 

Ella  rose  slowly,  collected  her  drawing 
materials,  and  was  turning  to  follow  her 
friend  when  the  voice  of  the  woman  on 
horseback,  raised  loudly,  merrily,  and 
coarsely,  rang  out  with  the  words  : 

"  Now,  Mr.  Edwards,  haven't  I  kept  my 
promise  and  brought  you  to  an  ideal  place 
for  you  to  come  and  spoon  with  your 
sweetheart  if  you  find  one  in  Plj-mouth  ?  " 

"  What  a  coarse  wretch !  come  quickly 
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out  of  hearing  of  any  more  of  her  vul- 
garity," May  said,  speaking  low  and  walking 
rapidly. 

"  I  recognise  her  style  and  voice  as  those 
of  a  woman  I  heard  declaiming  over  a 
counter  to  a  girl  in  a  shop  this  morning," 
Ella  said,  as  she  came  up  with  her  com- 
panion. 

"  Yes !    What  was  she  declaiming  about  ?" 

"  Mr.  Edwards,  the  horse-breaker.  You 
would  have  been  pleased  if  you  had  heard 
her  then,  May ;  she  seemed  to  appreciate 
the  gentleman  and  his  pluck  and  prowess 
well !  quite  as  highly  as  you  could  your- 
self." 

"  I'm  sure  I  should  never  be  pleased  with 
any  view  any  woman  took  of  anything  if 
she  raved  about  it  in  a  shop  in  the  ghastly 
tones    she    used    just    now.      It    revolted 
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me,"  May  went  on  pettishly,  "  to  hear  her 
speaking  to  a  man  of  this  being  an  ideal 
place  for  him  to  '  come  and  spoon  a 
sweetheart  in.'  I  am  sure  she  must  be 
a  horrible,  coarse  woman,  and  men 
who  can  stand  her  must  be  coarse  and 
horrible  too." 

"  She  addressed  the  man  she  was  offer  • 
ing  her  refined  suggestion  to  as  'Mr. 
Edwards ' ;  so  as  two  and  two  make  lour 
I  think  if  we  put  this  and  that  together, 
we  may  take  it  for  granted  that  it's  none 
other  than  the  man  she  was  giggling  and 
smirking  about  in  the  shop  this  morning 
who  is  with  her  now." 

"  I  don't  like  to  look  back ;  are  they 
still  on  the  bridge?" 

"  My  dear  May,  it's  not  like  you  to  ask 
anyone    to    do    Mdiat   you're    ashamed    of 
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doing  yourself.  I  don't  like  to  look  back 
either." 

"  We  can't  hear  them  or  distinguish 
them  at  this  distance,  so  we  can't  be 
annoj^ed  even  if  they  are  there  still.  We 
may  as  well  sit  down  again,  Ella." 

"Here's  a  nice  mossy  boulder  that  we 
can  both  sit  on,  but  it's  a  nuisance  our 
being  driven  away  before  I  had  finished 
my  sketch !  They  are  just  riding  slowly 
on  now  ! — but — I  declare  !  they've  turned 
and  are  riding  this  way  along  the  bank 
towards   us." 

"We're  sufficiently  low  down  on  the 
slope  to  escape  their  observation  when 
they're  passing.  I  can't  tell  why,  but 
their  vicinity  and  appearance  annoys  me 
and  has  spoilt  my  pleasure  in  the  da}^ 
It's    that  woman's   coarse   voice   that   has 
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upset  me.  I  have  always  detested  loud- 
tongued  women  who  laugh  boisterously, 
and  so  did  Ted  Greg." 

"What  makes  you  quote  him  now 
apropos  of  the  sprightly  dame  who,  by 
the  way,  is  just  pointing  us  out  with 
her  whip  to  her  two  companions  ?  "  Ella 
asked. 

"  I  can't  tell,  he  came  into  my  mind 
and  would  be  spoken  about,"  May  said, 
trying  to  laugh.  "  Don't  even  so  much 
as  peep  in  the  direction  of  those  people. 
Oh!  hear  that  woman's  voice  now  just 
above  us,  how  it  rasps  me  !  She  quite 
drowns  the  voices  of  her  companions. 
I  feel  that  those  men  are  disgusted  with 
her,  they're  so  quiet." 

As  she  spoke  there  came  a  burst  of 
merriment   from  the    party    on    the    top 
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of  the  bank,  and  then  a  loud,  jocular, 
man's  voice  was  heard  saying  : 

"  B}^  Jove  !  you're  right,  Mrs.  Jones. 
Edwards  will  deserve  a  termagant  when 
he  does  get  a  wife,  to  pay  him  out  for 
the  way  in  which  he  neglects  women 
for  horses  now." 

Ella  started  to  her  feet,  looking  startled 
and  stung,  and  at  the  same  moment  May 
whispered  hurriedly  : 

"  If  I  didn't  know  that  Walter  St.  Austle 
was  up  in  town  for  the  first  night  of  Guy's 
new  play,  I  could  have  vowed  that  it  was 
he  speaking." 

"  When  is  the  first  night  of  Guy's  new 
play  ?  "  Ella  asked. 

"Either  this  evening,  or  was  it  last 
night  ? — I'm  not  quite  sure  which " 

"  .Vnd  I  am  quite  sure  it  was  Walter's 
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voice.      What  on  earth  can  bring  him  in 
contact  with  that  odious  woman  ?  " 

"  And  why  on  earth  should  he  be  pre- 
served from  contact  with  her  any  more  than 
Mr.  Edwards  ?  "  May  asked  coldly.  "  We 
hear  Mr.  Edwards  is  a  gentleman !  Why 
should  this  odious  woman,  as  you  very  justly 
call  her,  be  a  more  fitting  companion  for 
him  than  for  Walter  ?  " 

"  We  all  know  that  Walter  is  unassailable 
on  every  point,  birth,  breeding,  education 
and  position,"  Ella  said  proudly.  "  And  all 
we  know  of  the  other  one  is  that  he  is  a 
horse-breaker." 

"  Ichabod !  the  glory  of  the  day  has 
departed.  Let  us  make  our  way  to  the 
train  and  go  back  to  Plymouth,"  May  said 
wearily.  Memory,  love,  hope,  despair,  and, 
worst  of  all,  a  strong  sense  of  inability  to 


192  UTTEKLY  MISTAKEN. 

abolish  the  existing  order  of  dire  uncertainty, 
were  all  seething  within  her.  She  wanted 
to  get  away  anywhere  from  Bickleigh  Vale  ; 
but  when  she  got  back  to  Plymouth,  and 
found  herself  safely  within  the  portals  of 
the  Eoyal  Hotel,  she  felt  just  as  uncertain, 
restless,  and  dissatisfied  as  ever. 
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CHAPTEE  X. 

''BUT      A      MAN.'' 

"  May  !  The  St.  Austles  are  here ! — here, 
in  this  very  hotel." 

"  Then  it  was  Walter  we  saw  at  Bick- 
leigh !  But  how  do  you  know  they  are 
here?" 

"  As  I  was  running  along  the  corridor 

just  now  to  tell  you  that  if  we  are  going  to 

this  horse-show  to-night  it's  time  we  started, 

I  ran  into  my  step-mother's  arms,  literally 

ran  into  them,  for  she  saw  me  before  I  saw 

her,  and  she  caught  me  and  kissed  me,  and 

cried  over  me,  yes,  she  did  !  cried  over  me, 

and   I    don't    think    they    were   crocodile 

tears." 

"  Never     mind    her    tears,"    May    said 
VOL.  iir.  46 
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impatiently  ;    "  tell     me     what     she    said 
about " 

"About  Walter  and  Guy!  Oh!  she 
said  they  were  travelling  down  with  Walter 
to  Trelyn,  and  that  you  and  I  must  dine 
with  them  to-night,  and  then  she  whispered 
so  sweetly  and  kindly,  '  You  have  been  a 
wilful  child,  dear  Ella,  but  now  I  have  got 
you  again  I  hope  I  shall  be  able  to  make 
you  happy  in  spite  of  your  waywardness. 
Walter  and  you  mustn't  make  each  other 
miserable  any  longer.' " 

"  Oh !  she's  very  sweet,  and  of  course  if 
she  gives  you  such  sugar-plums  in  the  way 
of  hopeful  promises  you'll  be  very  fond  of 
her.  Didn't  she  say  anything  about  anyone 
else  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  she  said  Guy  would  be  so  glad  to 
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"  Didn't  she  say  anything  about  the  man 
who  was  riding  with  Walter  to-day  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  forgot  to  tell  you  that ;  it  was 
JVir.  Greg  whom  we  saw,"  Ella  said,  with 
sudden  constraint. 

"  How  could  you  '  forget '  ?  "  May  asked 
passionately;  "it  has  been  like  water  in  a 
dry  land  to  you  to  hear  of  Walter  and  to 
know  that  there  is  a  chance  of  being  recon- 
ciled to  him.  Don't  you  think  that  it's  the 
same  with  ms  about  Mr.  Greg  ?  " 

*'  I  very  much  hoped  that  you  had  got 
over  it,"  Ella  said  pityingly. 

"  Got  over  it !  That  would  have  been 
the  wise  and  right  and  prudent  thing  to  do 
— but  I  haven't  done  it." 

"  He  has  shown  himself  to  be  heartless 

and  unprincipled  in  every  way,"  Ella  said, 

warmly.      "  When   my   poor   mother   was 

46* 
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alive  he  couldn't  resist  the  temptation  of 
responding  to  your  love,  and  since  her 
death  he  has  shown  absolute  indifference 
to  you.  I  wonder  you  haven't  more  spirit 
than  to  hanker  after  him  still." 

"  I  should  feel  the  same  contempt  pro- 
bably for  another  woman's  infatuation  for 
another  man." 

"  And  you  will  give  up  going  to  see  him 
to-night  and  dine  with  the  St.  Austles 
instead— won't  you  ?  "  Ella  asked  coaxingly. 

"  No,  dear ;  but  you  can  stay  and  dine 
with  the  St.  Austles.  I  can  quite  well  go 
alone." 

"  Shall  you  let  him  know  you're  there  ? 
It  seems  mean  of  me  to  desert  you,  but — I 
do  want  to  show  Mrs.  Guy  St.  Austle  that 
I  have  buried  the  hatchet.  If  I  refuse  her 
overtures  now  it " 
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"Will  be  unpleasant  when  you  become 
Walter's  wife.  You  are  quite  right,  Ella  • 
Join  the  family  party  to-night  by  all 
means,  but  don't  try  to  persuade  me  to 
give  up  the  little  gleam  of  sunshine  it 
will  be  for  me  just  even  to  see  my  faulty 
friend  again." 

"  I  hope  he  won't  see  you,  and  want  to 
renew  it.  You  ought  to  do  so  much  better, 
May.  Even  if  he  gave  up  his  wild 
ways " 

"  How  do  you  know  his  ways  are  wild  ?^" 

"  Everyone  says  they  are,  and  your  own 
experience  of  him " 

"  Goes  to  prove  that  he  is  no  hero,  but  a 
man.  I  know  that  well.  Don't  be  afraid 
though,  my  dear  little  Mentor.  I  will  not 
obtrude  myself  upon  Mr.  Greg's  notice,  or 
in  any  way  court  my  fate.     But  I  mean  to 
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go  and  see  his  performance,  and  I  must  be 
off  at  once." 

"Walter!"  Mrs.  Guy  St.  Austle  said,  as 
she  came  into  their  private  room  a  few 
minutes  before  dinner,  "  I  have  a  surprise 
for  you — a  pleasant  one  I  hope.  Ella  is 
here,  and  I  have  asked  her  and  May 
Meredith  to  dine  with  us." 

He  gave  a  muttered  exclamation  of  per- 
plexity and  confusion. 

"  Surely,  surely  I  have  not  done  wrong?" 
she  asked  anxiously.  "  You  gave  me  the 
impression  that  you  were  still  attached  to 
her,  and  that  it  was  only  her  coldness  and 
the  sad  circumstance  of  her  mother's  death 
which  was  making  you  hold  aloof  from  her 
for  a  time.  She  is  not  cold  about  you  any 
longer,  of  that  I  can  assure  you.     Her  face 
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was  such  a  lovingl}^  tell-tale  one  when  I 
told  her  you  were  here  and  asked  her  to 
come  to-night." 

"  There's  been  a  long  interim,  you  know, 
between  the  time  when  I  really  did  love  the 
little  girl  and  now " 

"  But  Walter " 

"  A  man  may  be  forgiven  for  having 
grown  less  keen  about  a  thing  when  it  has 
been  refused  to  him,  not  once,  but  twice, 
without  rhyme  or  reason.  I  wrote  and 
wanted  to  have  it  on  again  after  her 
mother's  death,  and  she  wouldn't." 

"  Oh !  Walter !  and  now  you  have  got 
over  it,  and  I  have  led  her  to  hope,  I  am 
afraid.  She  is  looking  so  pretty,  your  heart 
will  go  back  to  her  when  you  see  her." 

"  No,  it  won't,  I  mean  it  had  much  better 
not,"  he  said  uneasily.     "  By  Jove !  I  don't 
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think  I'll  see  her  at  all,  not  to-night,  at  any 
rate.  I'll  dine  in  the  coffee-room  and  slip 
out  to  the  theatre  or  something  afterwards." 

"  But  Walter " 

"  Don't  try  to  persuade  me,  you'll  only 
do  harm,"  he  said  impatiently,  and  then,  to 
her  infinite  chagrin,  he  got  himself  out  of 
the  room  in  time  to  avoid  the  meeting  he 
so  evidently  dreaded  with  Ella. 

EUa  came  in  a  few  minutes  after,  with  a 
fire  in  her  mobile,  sensitive  face  that  her 
step-mother  would  have  rejoiced  to  look 
upon,  had  it  not  been  for  the  painful  onus 
that  was  laid  upon  her  of  quenching  it. 
Mi's.  St.  Austle,  for  the  first  and  only  time  in 
her  life,  felt  a  guilty  woman  as  she  remem- 
bered that  she  had  been  the  one  to  lure  the 
girl  on  to  entangle  her  feet  in  a  net  of 
deadly  mortification. 
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"  I  have  not  kept  you  waiting,  have  I  ? 
I  stayed  trying  to  persuade  May  to  come 
with  me,  but  she  had  arranged  to  go  some- 
where else.  It  was  so  kind  of  you  to  ask 
me,  for — I  feel  I've  been  a  little  beast  to  you 
always.  I  walked  in  the  dark,  you  see,  and 
stumbled,"  she  added,  with  a  faint,  depre- 
cating smile. 

Mrs.  St.  Austle  had  her  arm  round  EUa's 
neck,  and  her  own  sweet  eyes  looked  steadily 
into  Ella's  brilliant  ones  as  she  answered  : 

"My  dear  child,  don't  accuse  yourself 
with  regard  to  me.  You  were  only  a 
loyal  little  daughter  to  your  own  mother, 
and  I  care  for  you  all  the  more  because 
you  were  so.  T  am  sorry  Miss  Meredith 
couldn't  come.  As  it  is  you  must  put  up 
with  only  Guy  and  me.  Walter  is  not 
dining  with  us  to-night." 
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"  Did  you  tell  liim  I  was  coming  ?  " 

As  she  spoke  Ella  jerked  herself  uncere- 
moniously out  of  her  step -mother's  embrace, 
and  stood  looking  very  fragile  but  very 
fierce,  supporting  herself  with  a  nervously 
trembling  hand  against  the  mantelpiece. 

"  I  told  him,  but  it  was  too  late  for  him 
to  alter  his  arrano-ements." 

"Or  perhaps  he  didn't  want  to  alter 
them  ?  Why  "  (with  an  angry  stamp  of  the 
foot)  "  did  3'ou  humble  me  so  ?  ISlij  did 
you  make  me  come  and  show  that  I  want 
to  see  him  again  only  to  humble  me  and 
laugh  at  me  ?  " 

"Ella,  I  should  deserve  the  heaviest 
humiliation  that  can  fall  on  a  woman  if  I 
had  done  this  thing  that  you  charge  me 
with.  I  thought  that  if  Walter  and  you 
met    thin<T;s   would   risfht   themselves.     He 
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must  feel,  as  we  all  do,  that  you  are  a 
thousand  times  more  worthy  of  being  the 
wife  of  an  honourable  man  since  you  have 
proved  yourself  such  a  loyal  daughter,  than 
you  were  before " 

"  But  he  doesn't  want  me  for  his  wife 
any  longer.  At  least  it  looks  as  if  he  had 
thought  better  of  it,  does  it  not  ?  " 

Mrs.  St.  Austle  shook  her  head.  "  Walter 
gives  me  his  absolute  confidence,  treats  me 
exactly  as  if  I  were  his  sister,  and  so  I  am 
able  to  assure  you,  Ella,  that  you  have  not 
been  superseded  in  his  heart.  Your  last 
rebufi*  chilled  him  terribly,  but  he  has  not 
put  another  woman  in  your  place." 

"  So  he  tells  you  ?  " 

"  Well,  he  has  not  exactly  told  me  so,  but 
if  there  had  been  another  woman  either 
Guy  or  I  would  have  heard  of  it." 
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"  I  do  believe  in  him  still,  I  do  feel  proud 
to  think  that  I  have  reason  to  believe  in 
him  still,"  Ella  cried  ecstatically.  "  He's  a 
splendid  contrast  to  that  man  who  ruined 
my  poor  mother's  life  and  made  love  to 
May  Meredith  while  mother  was  still  alive. 
May  is  stiU  foolishly  fond  of  him,  though 
he's  flirting  and  carrying  on  with  a  loud, 
wealthy  widow  in  this  place." 

"  I  would  rather  not  hear  anything  about 
Mr.  'Edwards'  or  Mr.  'Greg,'  or  whatever 
he  calls  himself  now.  He  is  a  man  for 
whom  I  have  not  a  particle  of  respect  nor 
a  bit  of  admiration.  In  fact,  /  think  the 
women  who  adore  him  must  be  very 
coarse-minded,  as  what  is  there  in  him 
beyond  his  fine  physique  to  adore  ?  " 

"My  mother  was  not  coarse-minded," 
Ella  replied  stiffly,  and  perhaps  it  was  well 
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that  Guy  St.  Aiistle  came  in  at  the  moment 
to  relieve  the  tension. 

Guy  St.  Austle  had  been  a  very  success- 
ful man  for  some  time  now.  He  had  been 
successful  as  journalist,  novelist  and 
dramatist,  and  success  had  not  turned  a 
hair  of  his  head.  The  sudden  spring  from 
doubt,  debt,  and  all  the  other  disagreeables 
of  impecuniosity  to  a  good  balance  at  his 
banker's,  and  any  number  of  signed  agree- 
ments at  a  gorgeously  remunerative  rate, 
had  not  made  him  either  reckless,  dissi- 
pated, extravagant,  or  bumptious.  But  it 
had  made  him  smug.  He  was  aggrava- 
tingly  well-disposed  towards  everybody — 
especially  towards  himself  and  his  wife. 
That  is  to  say,  he  was  exceedingly  well 
disposed  towards  her  when  she  fell  in  with 
all  his  views  unquestioningly  and  unhesita- 
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tingly,  and  displayed  warmth  and  unreserve 
towards  himself,  and  a  sharp  frost  towards 
the  rest  of  the  world.  Now  she  had  never 
been  addicted  to  the  display  of  either  of 
these  extremes,  and  he  had  known  it  when 
he  married  her.  But  it  annoyed  him  now 
that  neither  the  warmly  unreserved  nor  the 
frostily  sharp  manner  could  be  turned  on  at 
his  order.  These  things  being  beyond  his 
control,  he  found  fault  with  minor  matters 
in  a  way  that  made  her  feel  she  had  a 
master. 

Sometimes  the  truth  would  force  itself 
upon  her  and  compel  her  to  admit  that  she 
had  been  a  happier  woman  while  she  had 
been  a  prize  unwon.  In  those  days  he 
had  been  patient  with  her,  however  much 
she  tried  his  patience  by  her  coldness  and 
persistent  evasion   of  him.     He   had  been 
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grateful  with  sincere  and  manly  gratitude 
for  the  smallest  concession  she  made  and 
the  slightest  favour  she  showed  to  him. 
He  had  watched  her  ordering  and  regula- 
tincj  her  own  course  of  action  about  all 
tilings,  and  had  felt  and  expressed  profound 
respect  and  admiration  for  the  way  in 
which  she  did  so  order  and  regulate  it. 
He  had  deferred  to  her  judgment  about 
everything — excepting  when  she  had  re- 
fused to  marry  him.  He  had  compelled 
her  to  believe  that  he  was  veracious  when 
he  told  her  that  without  her  his  life,  how- 
ever prosperous  and  free  from  other 
troubles,  could  never  be  anything  but 
unfinished,  blurred  and  mutilated.  Her 
independence  of  character  and  the  mingled 
strength  and  gentleness  of  her  manner  had 
been  the  attributes  which  had  won  him  to 
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love  her.  Yet  now  that  she  was  his  wife, 
they  were  the  very  attributes  which 
brought  jar  and  fret  into  their  lives. 

Now  that  she  had  surrendered  and  he 
had  won  the  battle,  he  had  in  his  inner- 
most heart  a  grudge  against  her  for  having 
held  out  so  long.  If  she  had  only  married 
him  five  years  before  she  did,  she  would 
then  have  been  young  enough  to  have  been 
moulded  out  of  her  faults  and  into  the 
shape  of  his  fancy.  Besides,  the  uncer- 
tainty he  had  laboured  under,  that  desire 
of  the  moth  for  the  star,  1  which  he  had 
suffered  from  during  all  those  years  had  (he 
knew  now)  caused  him  to  waste  much 
valuable  time  which  might  have  been  more 
lucratively  invested.  That  subtle  mixture 
of  strength  and  sweetness  which  had  so 
fascinated  him  in  the  woman  he  was  pur- 
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suing  appeared  to  him,  now  that  he  had 
won  her,  to  have  been  a  mere  capricious 
frittering  away  of  the  most  golden  period 
of  their  lives. 

In  fact,  he  was  disappointed.,    He  had 
got  his  way  after  a  great  deal  of  trouble, 
and  now  that  he  had  got  it  she  unreason- 
ably insisted  on  remaining  the  same  woman 
she  had   been   before   his    will    and    way 
had  conquered  her.     And  he  was  further 
disappointed  at  her  not  having  made  him 
the   father   of   a   child,   who    might   have 
brought  that  fulness  into  his  life  which  she 
failed  to  supply. 

On  the  other  hand,  while  he  was  rasped 
and  disappointed  because  she  had  not 
changed,  she  was  at  first  startled  and  then 
bitterly  grieved  to  find  that  he  had.     He 

scoffed  at  the  possibility  of  her  having  or 
VOL.  III.  47 
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exercising  an  adverse  opinion  to  his  on  any 
matters  outside  the  house,  and  on  many 
inside  it  as  welL  Accordingly  now,  when 
he  found  Ella  was  their  guest  this  night, 
he  felt  and- showed  disapprobation. 

"  It  would  have  been  much  better  if  you 
had  asked  my  advice  before  you  acted  on 
one  of  3^our  confounded  impulses,"  he 
took  an  early  opportunity  of  saying  to 
his  wife.  "  No  good  can  come  now  of 
throwing  her  in  Walter's  way  again." 

"  Excepting  that  if  they  are  still  fond  of 
one  another,  the}^  will  find  it  out  if  they 
meet  and " 

'"If  is  a  word  I'm  not  very  fond 
of  using  myself,  but  I'll  just  teU  you  this, 
'  if '  you're  wise  you'll  not  burn  your 
fingers  by  intermeddling  with  the  affairs 
of  that  little  fire-brand,  your  step-daughter." 
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These  being  liis  seiitiinents,  it  was  not 
possible  that  this  first  evening  of  Ella's 
re-admission  into  the  St.  Austle  family 
should  be  either  profitable  to  her  or 
pleasant  to  any  of  them.  '  Guy  thought 
the  scheme  of  travelling  which  the  two 
girls  had  projected  and  were  carrying  out, 
romantic  and  a  little  ridiculous.  Yet  when 
Ella  hinted  that  she  thought  "  May  would 
be  quite  willing  to  go  back  to  Belhaven  at 
once  if  she  were  advised  to  do  so,"  Mr. 
St.  Austle  said  that  he  should  not  think  of 
advising  either  of  them  to  be  such  weather- 
cocks as  to  relinquish  a  scheme  before  they 
had  fairly  embarked  upon  it. 

"  It's  no  use  my  pretending  to  say  what 

May    will    or    will    not     do,"     Ella    said 

irritably.       She    was     wounded     by     the 

slightly  veiled  light  esteem  in  which  Guy 

47* 
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St.  Austle  SO  obviously  held  her,  and  she 
could  not  help  remembering  that  she  owed 
this  estimate  which  he  had  formed  of  her 
to  herself  in  a  great  measure. 

"  He  can't  be  generous  enough  to  realise 
that  the  mean  way  I  behaved  about  Mrs. 
Poynter  before  he  married  her  was  due  to 
jealousy.  I  fancied  I  liked  him  myself  at 
the  time,  he  might  understand  that,  and  at 
least  not  punish  me  for  it  now  that  I  hiow 
I  like  his  brother  better.  Oh !  men  are 
mean !  at  least  most  men  are."  But  though 
she  made  this  sweeping  assertion,  she  told 
herself  that  there  were  exceptions  to  the 
pitiful  rule,  and  believed  Walter  to  be  one 
of  them. 

"  Give  my  love  to  May,  and  tell  her  I 
hope  she  will  have  nothing  more  to  say  to 
that  man  if  she  does  meet  with  him  again," 
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he  said,  when  Ella  rose  at  last  to  take  her 
leave. 

"  Indeed  I  shall  do  nothing  of  the  kind," 
she  said  quickly.  Guy  had  thrown  cold 
water  on  her  own  heart  this  night,  and 
she  had  no  inclination  to  aid  him  in  douch- 
ing anyone  else.  "  Even  if  I  did  I  should 
be  too  late  probably  ;  she  has  gone  to  his 
performance  with  the  horses  to-night,  and 
most  likely  he  will  come  round  and  speak 
to  her  after  it's  over." 

"  Most  likely  after  it's  over  he  wiU  go  to 
supper  with  Mrs.  Jones,  a  lady  with  a  lot 
of  money,  and  an  incomprehensible  desire 
to  throw  it  away  on  every  good-looking 
scamp  who  crosses  her  path.  I  had  a  word 
with  Walter  about  that  to-day.  He  has 
mixed  himself  up  with  Greg  or  Edwards, 
or  whatever  the  man  calls    himself,  now, 
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to  sucli  an  extent  that  other  people  won't 
be  able  to  sort  their  respective  friends  for 
them  soon.  Gossip  will  be  dealing  this 
lively  dame,  who  by  virtue  of  her  money 
reigns  as  a  kind  of  Queen  of  Merriment 
here,  out  to  Walter  if  he  doesn't  look  out." 

A  sharp  pang  of  jealousy  that  she  felt  to 
be  OToun'.lless  shot  throu^ii  Ella. 

"  You're  not  in  a  good  mood  to-night, 
Mr.  St.  Austle  ;  you  won't  even  spare  3'our 
brother." 

"  Guy  works  so  unremittingly  that  he  is 
nerve-tired  by  night — aren't  you,  dear?" 
his  wife  interposed,  and  he  lanswered  truth- 
fully, but  ungraciousl}',  that  he  "  was 
neither  working  hard  nor  nerve-tired,  only 

d d  sick  of  seeing  people  making  asses; 

.  of  themselves."  Which  sickness,  after  all, 
is  the  normal  condition  of  manv  of  us  ! 
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FALSE    LIGHTS. 

*  '■  1  WANT  you  to  come  and  have  supper 
with  me  to-night,  Ted." 

Sir  Walter  St.  Austle  pushed  his  head 
into  the  room  where  Mr.  Edwards,  the  most 
courageous,  artistic,  and  successful  horse- 
breaker  who  has  ever  exhibited  his  powers 
in  England,  was  dressing  for  his  first 
event. 

Walter  St.  Austle  had  come  straight 
away  from  the  hotel  after  those  few  words 
which  have  been  recorded  had  passed  be- 
tween his  sister-in-law  and  himself.  For  a 
minute  the  temptation  to  meet  little  Ella 
again,  and  see  for  himself  that  she  cared 
for  him  just  as  strongly  and  ungrudgingly 
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as  ever,  had  assailed  him.     But  he  had  re- 
sisted it  and  hterally  run  away. 

"  I'll  come,  old  man  ;  but  where  ?  "  Ted 
Greg  said,  in  answer  to  the  invitation. 

"  Ah ! — She ! — Mrs.  Jones's  ;  she  said  I 
was  to  be  sure  and  bring  you." 

*'  You  know  I've  a  morning  performance 
to-morrow\  This  show  in  the  morning 
doesn't  work  well  with  late  suppers." 

"  Nonsense  !  You  must  feed  somewhere 
after  it." 

"To  tell  you  the  truth,  St.  Austle,  I 
would  rather  go  straight  back  to  my  own 
quarters,  have  some  devilled  bones  and  a 
bottle  of  Bass,  and  get  off  to  bed.  I've 
got  some  hard  work  before  me  to-night — a 
three-year  old,  three -parts  bred  'un,  who 
kicks  the  stars  down,  they  tell  me,  when- 
ever he's  been  tackled.     I  haven't  looked 
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at  the  youngster  yet,  but  I  hear  he's  six- 
teen-two,  and  as  strong  as  a  young  bull. 
Let  me  off  the  supper  to-night  ?  " 

"  Mrs.  Jones  thinks  already  that  you 
don't  like  her.  She'll  be  awfully  annoyed 
at  your  not  coming.  I've  spoken  to  her 
of  your  being  such  a  friend  of  mine  that 
she  is  quite  ready  to  accept  you  as  a  friend 
of  hers  too." 

"  All  right !  I'll  come.  I  must  go  on, 
St.  Austle,"  Greg  said  hurriedly  ;  but  he 
smiled  to  himself  as  he  entered  the  arena, 
and  the  thought  that  crossed  his  mind 
was  : 

"  Glad  to  accept  me  as  a  friend  of  his,  is 
she  ?  Well !  if  she  behaves  decently  to  him, 
he  will  never  know  from  me  how  hard  she 
has  tried  to  turn  me  into  a  friend  of  her 
own." 
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He  excelled  himself  this  night  in  all  that 
he  attempted  to  do.  Some  influence  seemed 
to  be  around  him  which  made  his  vision 
keener  than  ever,  and  added  strength  to 
his  arm.  At  last,  when  the  vicious 
three-year-old,  whom  he  had  pledged 
himself  to  conquer  and  ride  in  twenty 
minutes,  was  led  in,  kicking  and 
plunging  savagely,  he  threw  one  swift 
glance  round  the  house,  and  there,  in  a 
box,  by  herself,  he  saw  the  "  influence " 
which  had  already  made  its  magnetic  power 
felt.  In  very  truth,  he  felt  his  strength 
grow  to  be  the  strensfth  of  ten  as  he  gazed 
for  an  instant  into  the  steady,  true  eyes 
that  had  no  hateful  tricks  of  drooping  or 
lancruishing;  —  no  artful  devices  of  side 
glance  or  of  lowered  eye-lash — about  them. 
He  knew  they  were  the  e}es  of  a  woman 


FALSE   LIGHTS.  219 

who  did  not  shrink  from  lettinsf  the  man 
she  loved  read  all  the  secrets  of  her  heart. 
"  I  am  that  man,"  he  thought  exultantly  ; 
and  then  the  exultation  was  subdued  by 
his  honest  feelin^?  of  reOTet  that  "  for  her 
sake  he  had  not  been  a  better  fellow." 

Of  course  he  triumphed,  and  won 
rounds  of  applause  that  night.  No  creator 
of  fictitious  characters  could  have  the  heart 
to  put  even  such  a  faulty  favourite  as  Ted 
into  such  a  position  before  the  lady  of  his 
ove  without  making  him  fill  it  brilliantly. 
He  did  this,  and  though  May  was  heart-sick 
over  and  over  again,  she  nerved  herself  to 
bear  without  wincin^  the  sicfht  of  the 
dangers  he  courted  at  far  too  brief  inter- 
vals. Some  women  in  the  house  who  did 
not  know  him,  but  who  shrank  from  the 
probability    of   seeing    a    fellow-creature's 
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brains  kicked  out  by  the  armed  hoof  of  an 
infuriated  horse,  screamed  hysterically  more 
than  once.  And  for  this  mark  of  sympathy 
May  could  have  killed  them,  as  it  made 
him  withdraw  his  eyes  and  attention  for  an 
instant  from  the  struggling  horse,  which  on 
each  occasion  promptly  seized  the  oppor- 
tunity of  lashing  out  at  him  with  teeth  and 
hoof.  But  the  end  was  safety  and  success, 
and  as  May  ran  down  to  the  exit,  with  the 
intention  of  getting  into  a  cab  and  away 
before  he  could  come  upon  her  unawares, 
she  felt  glad  that  she  had  come.  Glad  that 
she  had  beaten  down  the  silly  pride  which 
had  at  first  revolted  at  the  idea  of  seeing 
him,  her  friend  !  making  pastime  for  the 
public. 

But  cabs  were  few,  and  those  that  were 
there    were    engaged.       She   was    turning 
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despondently  into  the  not  too  well- 
lighted  street,  wondering  if  she  could 
find  her  way  back  to  the  hotel  without  a 
guide,  when  she  almost  ran  against  Sir 
Walter  St.  Austle. 

"  You  here  alone,  May  ?  I  thought  you 
dined  with  Guy  and  his  wife  to-night  ? " 
he  exclaimed,  in  not  too  delighted  accents, 
as  he  piloted  his  old  friend  through  the 
little  crowd  who  were  hanging  round  to 
see  "  Edwards  "  come  out. 

"  Ella  is  dining  with  them  ;  I  preferred 
coming  to  see  this." 

"  Eecognised  your  old  chum,  did  you  ? 
Wait  for  a  minute,  and  he  will  be  out. 
I  am  going  to  carry  him  off  to  supper,  but 
we  must  see  you  safely  back  to  your 
diggings.     Where  are  you  staying  ?  " 

"At  the  Eoyal." 
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"  The  deuce  you  are ! "  Le  said  vexedly, 
thinking  how  he  could  creditably  avoid 
meeting  Ella  in  the  morning. 

She  had  no  time  to  notice  his  manner, 
or  make  any  mental  comment  on  it,  for 
Ted  Greg  had  come  out  and  joined  them. 

Very  few  words  passed  between  them ; 
their  hearts  were  too  full  for  words,  but 
as  he  took  his  place  next  to  her,  quite 
naturally,  edging  Walter  St.  Austle  out- 
side, he  said,  as  he  pressed  her  hand 
firmly  : 

"  I  am  glad  you  were  there — at  last." 

"  And  I  am  glad  I  went — at  last.  Per- 
haps you  would  have  counted  me  among 
your  audience  before,  if  3'ou  had  not 
sailed  under  false  colours." 

"  False  colours  ?•" 

"  A  feigned  name  !     Why  hadn't  you  the 
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courage  of  your  necessities  ?  Why  don't 
you  do  what  you  do  so  pluckily,  honour- 
ably and  well  as  '  Mr.  Greg '  ?  " 

"It  is  by  my  entrepreneur s  desire  that 
I  call  myself  Edward  Edwards.  Those 
fellows  always  seem  to  think  that  any 
other  name  is  more  likely  to  draw  than 
a  fellow's  own.  If  you  are  born  Smith, 
they  suggest  advertising  you  as  Jones. 
By  the  way,  St.  Austle,  I  shall  do  myself 
the  honour  of  seeing  Miss  Meredith  safely 
home  ;  I  know  you  have  got  an  engage- 
ment." 

"  I'U  walk  along  with  you,  and  we  will 

go  there  together,  later  on." 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it ;  you  go  there  now,  and 

report  yourself,  or  I  shaU  be  in  the  lady's 

black  books  for   having  let  you  wait  for 

me." 
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"  It's  all  very  fine  your  saying  that,  but 
she  wants  you  just  as  much  as  she  does 
me,"  St.  Austle  said  crossly.     He  was  not 
quite  sure  of  how  he  stood  with  the  Lady 
Crcesus,   but  he  was  very   nearly   sure    of 
how    he    wished   to   stand   with   her.      In 
fact,    to    cut    the    explanation    short.    Sir 
Walter  St.  Austle  was  tired  of  the  cramped 
existence    which     his    former  extravagant 
generosities    and   follies  had    obliged   him 
to  lead.      He  was  longing   once  more  to 
hold  up   his   head  in    the    front   ranks   of 
country   gentlemen,    notorious    sportsmen, 
and   lavish   entertainers.      None   of    these 
things  could  he  do  comfortably,  or,  indeed, 
at  all  without  money,  and  Mrs.  Jones  had 
abundance    of    it,  apparently   waiting   his 
acceptance. 

Ella's    inopportune    re-appearance     had 
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disturbed  him  considerably  this  evening. 
He  had  for  a  long  time  felt  himself  to  be 
perfectly  free  in  all  respects  concerning 
her,  and  no  longer  honour-bound  in  any 
way  to  repeat  his  offer.  But  his  sister-in- 
law's  remarks  had  made  him  feel  doubtful 
and  discomfited,  and  so  he  had  wanted 
Ted  Greg's  protecting  presence  at  the 
supper  to  which  Mrs.  Jones  had  invited  him. 
He  had  told  himself  a  dozen  times  in 
the  course  of  the  last  few  days  that  Mrs. 
Jones  was  "  a  deuced  fine  woman,  quite  up 
to  date,  and  altogether  one  of  the  right 
sort."  But  somehow  or  other  he  did  not 
want  to  be  made  the  happiest  of  men  just 
yet  by  her  promise  to  marry  him.  Ac- 
cordingly he  clung,  like  a  child  uncertain 
of  its  steps,   to  any  object  that  intervened 

to  check  his  perilous  course.     The  object 
VOL.  in.  48 
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to-niglit  happened  to  be  Ted  Greg,  and  no 
amount  of  plausible  persuasion  on  the  part 
of  either  the  latter  or  May  could  induce 
St.  Austle  to  leave  them. 

But  when  they  reached  the  hotel,  May 
routed  and  defeated  him.  With  her  most 
engaging  smile  she  told  them  as  the}^  stood 
in  the  hall  what  a  nice  drawing-room  she 
and  Ella  had,  and  added  : 

"  If  you  wiU  come  up  and  see  it,  I  am 
sure  we  shall  find  Ella  is  back  from  dining 
with  your  brother  and  his  wife.  Will  you 
come,  both  of  you  ?  " 

"  Thanks — delighted."  Greg  assented 
hastily,  but  St.  Austle  hesitated.  He  was 
sufficiently  compromised  with  Mrs.  Jones 
to  make  seeing  Ella  a  very  doubtful  bless- 
ing. Moreover,  so  slippery  is  man,  that 
he  no  longer  wished  to  see  her.     He  pre- 
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ferred  the  contemplation  of  tlie  very  solid 
comforts  that  would  flow  to  him  out  of 
Mrs.  Jones's  freely  opened  money-bags. 

He  made  one  more  appeal  for  help, 
however. 

"  I  shall  get  frozen  out  by  Mrs.  Jones 
if  I  go  without  you  Greg  ;  but  one  of  us, 
at  least,  must  put  in  an  appearance " 

" Certainly,  and  you're  the  one  she 

wants  to  do  it,"  Greg  acquiesced. 

"  I  am  not  so  sure  of  that.  May,  I  shan't 
forgive  you  in  a  hurry  for  making  this 
fellow  break  faith  with  me,  and  throw  over 
one  of  the  most  charming  and  hospitable 
women  in  the  world." 

"  Yes,  you  will  forgive  me  to-morrow 
when  you  come  to  see  Ella  and  me.  Good- 
night, I  hope  you'll  enjoy  your  supper,  you 

ought  to,  for  you'll  have  a  double  share  of 

48* 
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everything,  including  the  society  of  '  one  of 
the  most  charming  and  hospitable  women 
in  the  world. '  " 

"  I  score  certainly  on  the  last  point,  for 
she  never  looks  at  me  when  Ted's  by."  St. 
Austle  laughed  as  he  ran  off,  but  his  last 
words  left  a  sting  in  May's  breast,  and 
there  was  a  perceptible  diminution  of 
warmth  in  her  manner  as  she  led  the  way 
to  her  sitting-room. 

"  No  Ella  here,  how  tiresome !  I  thought 
of  course  she  would  be  back  before  now. 
It  must  be  ever  so  late." 

*'I  fear  the  evening  has  been  long  to 
you.     It  is  only  eleven." 

His  tone  was  cool  and  constrained,  for 
he  was  deeply  pained  by  the  change  in  her 
manner,  and  did  not  for  one  moment  sus- 
pect that  jealousy  was  causing  it. 
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She  fidgetted  in  front  of  the  glass  for  a 
minute  or  two,  running  her  fingers  through 
the  hght  fringe  of  her  pretty  fair  hair. 
Then  she  turned  to  him,  and  mistaking  his 
pained  reserve  for  coldness,  she  asked  : 

"  Who  is  this  Mrs.  Jones  with  whom  you 
have  made  yourself  so  conspicuous  ?  " 

"  1  made  myself  conspicuous  ?  "  He  re- 
peated her  words  with  an  accent  of  angry 
wonder,  then  went  on  more  temperately  : 

"  She  is  a  very  rich,  very  kind  and 
hospitable  woman,  who  has  shown  a  good 
deal  of  attention  to  St.  Austle  and  myself 
while  we  have  been  knocking  about  here." 

"  I  am  sure  she  has  "  (drily),  "  I  saw  you 
riding  with  her  to-day." 

"  Then  it  was  you  we  saw  at  Bickleigh," 
he  cried  delightedly.  "  I  felt  sure  that  it 
was,  but  St.  Austle  said  it  couldn't  be.      If 
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he  had  not  overruled  me  and  told  me  I 
should  be  given  in  charge  for  audacity  and 
impertinence,  I  should  have  been  over  the 
bank  to  you  in  a  moment." 

"  And  that  horrid — I  mean  that  woman 
would  have  been  over  the  bank  with  you." 

He  was  laughing  now,  and  did  not  think 
that  she  was  in  earnest  and  growing  angry. 

"  Yes  by  Jove  !  I  beheve  she  would,  she 
doesn't  stick  at  a  trifle,  she  goes  very 
straight.  But  never  mind  Mrs.  Jones.  I'll 
come  and  fetch  you  to-morrow,  and  you 
will  come  to  the  stables  and  see  my  horses, 
won't  you  ?  " 

"  Will  Mrs.  Jones  be  there  ?  " 

"  Very  likely,  she  often  comes  round  with 
St.  Austle — she's  fond  of  horses," 

"  How  convenient  for  you,  having  Walter 
St.  Austle  here." 
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"  Why  '  convenient '  ?  It's  very  pleasant. 
Not  too  many  of  my  old  cliums  have  stuck 
to  me  while  I  have  been  down.  St.  Austle 
has  done  so  like  a  brick,  all  through." 

"  And  you  think  I  haven't,"  she  cried 
eagerly,  being  sensitively  alive  to  under- 
stand— and  alas  !  to  ??i25-understand  all  his 
changes  of  feeling  about  her.  "  Ah !  you 
don't  know  how  I  have  '  stuck  to  you  '  in 
reality  through  everything.  But  never 
mind  that  now.  Tell  me  more  about  your 
Mrs.  Jones  ?  " 

"  She  is  not  my  Mrs.  Jones  at  all,"  he  was 
saying  in  a  tone  of  annoyance,  when  Ella 
came  in  and  his  explanation  died  away, 

"  You  here  !  I  am  astonished,"  she  said 
in  reply  to  his  greeting  of  "  Ah  !  Ella,  how 
are  you  ?  "  She  could  not  refuse  his  out- 
stretched hand,  but  she  barely  touched  it. 
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and  strong  disapproval  of  his  presence  was 
marked  in  every  line  of  her  expressive 
little  face.  Perhaps  she  would  not  have 
felt  such  strong  disapproval  if  she  had  not 
heard  him  say  "  She  is  not  ni}-  Mrs.  Jones 
at  all,"  or  if  Guy's  remarks  had  not  imbued 
her  with  the  idea  that  it  was  Mr.  Ted  Greg 
who  was  responsible  for  the  guileless  "  Sir 
"Walter "  being  thrown  at  all  into  the  ob- 
noxious Mrs.  Jones's  society.  As  it  was  she 
looked  reproachfully  at  May  as  if  the  latter 
were  being  guilty  of  a  breach  of  every 
written  and  unwritten  law  of  propriety, 
and  said  aggressively  to  the  embarrassed 
guest :  "  Every  one  who  is  not  staying 
in  the  hotel  is  clearing  out  now.  Are  yvii 
sta3'ing  here,  Mr.  Greg  ?  " 

"  I  am  not,"   he  said,   "  so  I  suppose   I 
must  be  off? "  he    added   dejectedly,    and 
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then,  after  receiving  a  faint  clasp  of  the 
hand  and  a  fainter  smile  from  May,  he  went 
away,  leaving  May  imbued  with  the 
agonising  conviction  that  he  would  after  all 
sup  with  Mrs.  Jones  that  night.    , 

"  What  made  you  so  cool  to  Mr.  Greg, 
Ella  ?  After  all,  what  has  he  done  to  you 
that  you  should  try  to  snub  him  ?  " 

May  spoke  testily.  She  might  distrust, 
be  cool  to  and  snub  Ted  Greg  herself,  but 
she  would  not  permit  anyone  else  to  do  it 
without  resenting  the  offence. 

Ella's  answer  was  not  conducive  to  the 
establishment  of  peace,  for  she  too — like 
the  majoritj^ — had  her  corroding  and  un- 
publishable  sorrow. 

"We  won't  go  into  the  subject  of  what 
he  has  done  to  me  ! — if  you  have  forgotten 
my  mother  and  her  wrongs  /  haven't.     But 
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I'll  tell  you  this ! — I  am  cool  to  Mr.  Greg 
because  lie  is  using  Walter  St.  Austle  as  a 
blind  about  that  Mrs.  Jones.  She  has  heaps 
of  money,  you  know,  and  he  wants  to  show 
her  that  he  numbers  men  of  family  and  posi- 
tion among  his  acquaintances,  as  it  would 
naturally  be  '  a  splendid  thing  for  him  to  get 
hold  of  her  and  her  dollars,'  as  Guy  says." 

"  How  dare  Guy  say  it  ?  "  May  asked, 
shivering  with  a  combination  of  those 
drastic  emotions,  doubt,  rage  and  jealousy. 

"  He  says  it  because  —  because  he  is 
annoyed  that  Walter  should  be  led  astray 
by  his  good-nature,  to  seem  to  be  on  terms 
with  people  who  are  not  on  the  same  social 
platform  as  himself,"  Ella  said  loftily.  You 
see  she  was  only  a  woman  !  and  in  her 
yearning  desire  to  put  the  case  comfortably 
for  herself  she  over-stated  it.  o    •  - 


CHAPTER  XII. 

"  WILL  YOU  ?  " 

SiK  Walter  St.  Austle  felt  very  much  like 
running  away  from  the  sumptuous  tempta- 
tion which  he  knew  awaited  him  as  soon  as 
he  had  touched  the  electric  bell.  This 
half-formed  resolution  was  nipped  in  the 
bud,  however.  The  door  slid  open  as  if  by 
magic,  and  a  low-voiced,  carefully-trained 
servant  in  plain  clothes  murmured  that  his 
mistress  was  waiting  supper,  and  pulled  off 
the  visitor's  hat  and  coat  before  the  latter's 
eyes  had  got  accustomed  to  the  "  burning 
daylight "  which  illumined  the  halL 

Externally  and  internally  it  was  one  of 
the  prettiest  and  most  picturesque  houses 
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in  the  place.  The  architect  had  been  a 
man  of  decision,  and  had  refused  to  permit 
a  jerry-builder  to  have  the  carrying  into 
execution  plans  that  were  the  outcome  of  a 
profound  belief  in  the  creed  which  teaches 
that  the  Beautiful  is  the  Useful.  Artistic 
taste  and  common  sense  had  combined  to 
plan  out  a  house  which  fulfilled  every 
requirement  of  the  most  fastidious  in- 
habitant it  was  ever  likely  to  have.  And 
the  "  Liberty  of  the  West  "  had  furnished 
it  in  that  ingratiating  style  which,  without 
binding  itself  rigorously  to  any  particular 
period,  blends  and  assimilates  all  that  is 
best  in  each  as  harmoniously  as  does  Time 
itself. 

It  was  a  tall,  massive,  big-hipped,  high- 
breasted,  short-throated  —  rather  blowsy — 
but  still  striking-looking  woman  who  came 
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hurriedly  to  meet  liim  with  a  vivid  smile, 
and  a  sharp-tongued  enquiry  as  to  "  what 
he  had  been  doing  with  himself  ? — and  why 
the  other  fellow  hadn't  come  with  him  ?  " 
She  slipped  her  hand  through  his  arm  as 
she  spoke,  and  as  he  answered : 

"  I  left  him  amusing  himself  with  an  old 
flame.  You're  not  going  to  be  angry  with 
me  for  having  come  without  him,  are 
you  ?  "  She  drew  him  rapidly  across  the 
drawing-room  and  into  a  cosy  little  tent- 
shaped  room,  in  which,  on  a  round  table, 
under  an  admirably  tempered  light,  a 
dainty  little  supper,  arranged  for  three, 
was  laid. 

It  had  been  her  design  to  dazzle  one  or 
other  of  these  two  men  whom  she  had 
asked  to  be  her  guests  this  night  into 
"  coming  to  the  point,"  and  she  had  spared 
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no  pains  in  carrying  out  that  design.  Her 
house  and  its  appointments,  her  cook's 
capabilities,  her  cellar  and  the  service 
rendered  by  her  servants,  were  each  and 
all  above  suspicion  and  beyond  reproach. 
But  this  night,  it  was  not  so  much  on  these 
well-ascertained,  powerful  factors  in  her 
scheme  of  subjugation,  which  she  relied,  as 
on  the  evidences  which  she  hoped  to  give 
of  her  being  something  better  and  more 
attractive  than  a  merely  rich  woman,  who 
would  do  as  she  j^leased  with  her  money. 
She  wanted  to  show  that  she  could  not 
only  purchase  beautiful  things  ad  libitum, 
but  that  she  could  imagine  and  create 
beauty  out  of  her  intense  individual  sense 
of  it.  For  she  recognised  that,  in  a  way, 
each  one  of  these  men  had  artistic  and 
refined    proclivities.      To    one    these    had 
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come,  avowedly,  by  iaheritance.  To  the 
other  they  had  come,  undoubtedly,  but 
how  she  did  not  know. 

So  when  she  had  seen  that  her  table  was 
faultlessly  arranged,  as  far  as   fair   linen, 
brilliant   glass,   gleaming   silver,  and  food 
that  was  fit  for  Queen  Titania — and  also  for 
the  more  robust  members   of  that  lady's 
Court,    went,    Mrs.     Jones    took    it    upon 
herself  to  paint  in  the  floral  decorations, 
with  her  own  hands,  and  to    choose   her 
own  attire  as  High  Priestess  of  the  little 
ceremony !     The  result  was  that  she  came 
to  meet  Sir  Walter  St.  Austle  in  a  dress 
that   fitted   her   well-developed   person   so 
tightly  that  it  frightened  him.     While,  as 
for    the    flowers,    St,    Austle    never   knew 
how  wonderfully  and  fearfully  they  could 
be  made  to  look  before.     She   had,  with 
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characteristic  good  nature,  remembered  the 
individual  tastes  of  each  man  as  he  had 
expressed  them  with  regard  to  flowers,  and 
gathered  them  all  together  for  their  benefit. 
So  silver  cornucopias  held,  tightly  wedged 
together,  orchids  that  resembled  spiders 
and  crabs,  artlessly  encircled  by  the  simple 
blue  forget-me-nots,  while  tightly-packed 
bowls  of  roses  had  little  bunches  of  the 
wild  wood-anemone  standing  up  in 
withered  confusion  all  over  them. 

After  all,  he  told  himself  presently,  what 
did  it  matter  whether  a  woman  chose  to 
put  herself  into  fashionable  armour  that 
hurt  her  horribly,  so  long  as  she  paid  for  it 
herself  and  it  didn't  hurt  him  ?  He  could 
have  wished  that  the  dress  which  com- 
pressed her  so  had  not  been  of  quite  such  a 
vivid  blue,  and  he  also  could  have  wished 
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that  the  arms  which  came  out  of  the  wide, 
puffed  sleeves  had  not  been  quite  so  highly- 
coloured  and  large.  "  They're  about  the 
size  of  Ella's  waist,"  he  caught  himself 
thinking,  but  luckily,  at  the  moment,  the 
flames  which  licked  out  from  the  diamonds 
on  Mrs.  Jones's  arms  distracted  his  atten- 
tion. Those  diamonds  represented  some- 
thing which  was  needful  to  him,  and  which 
Ella  could  never  supply.  So  he  looked  up 
from  them  to  the  dark,  flashing  eyes  of  the 
lady  of  his  speculation,  and  said  : 

"  I  am  forgiven  for  Greg's  defalcation, 
am  I  not  ?  You  are  willing  to  accept  me 
for  myself  for  an  hour  or  two  ?  " 

"  For  as  many  hours  as  you  like  ;  I  hate 
beating  about  the  bush  and  humbug  of  any 
kind.     I  wanted  you  to    be  my  guest  to- 
night, and  you  are  my  guest !     What  more 
VOL.  III.  49 
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can  the  heart  of  woman  desire  ?  I  want 
you  to  try  those  larks !  The  way  they're 
dressed  is  by  '  the  inspiration  of  the  devil,' 
in  French,  and  they  are  really  worth 
trying  !  " 

"  As  anything  and  everj^thing  about  you 
is,"  he  said  gallantly.  The  diamonds  and 
diabolically-dressed  larks  were  weaving 
their  spells  around  him.  At  the  same  time 
he  wished  her  arms  were  not  quite  so  ruddy 

and  muscular,  and  that  she  did  not  dress  in 
bright  blue.  But  these  were  mere  flimsy 
details.  The  diamonds,  the  demoniacally- 
inspired  larks,  and  all  the  other  atoms  which 
went  to  make  up  a  perfect  whole,  repre- 
sented hard  cash,  and  hard  cash  was  what 
Sir  Walter  St.  Austle  of  Trelyn  wanted. 

She  laughed  in  her  noisy,  frank,  self- 
assertive  way. 
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"  You  think  I  am  worth  tr3dng,  do  you  ? 
Well,  a  good  maii}^  other  men  have  thought 
the  same  thing  since  poor  Mr.  Jones  went 
under,  leaving  his  '  Lollie,'  as  he  called  me, 
to  fight  the  world,  the  devil, '  and  man 
single-handed.  But — you  may  be  sur- 
prised to  hear  it ! — I  am  rather  particular. 
I  intend  to  be  taken  for  myself  alone,  inde- 
pendently of  the  money  my  late  husband's 
forethought  and  generosity  secured  to  me. 
You're  not  drinking  your  champagne? 
isn't  it  dry  enough  ?  it's  a  guinea  a  bottle  ; 
but  money  doesn't  always  get  what's  exactly 
to  one's  taste,  does  it  ?  " 

A  ready  assent  to  this  proposition  was  on 
his  lips,  but  he  checked  it. 

"  The  man  who  takes  you  for  yourself 

alone   will   have   a   glorious   bargain,"   he 

said,  emphatically. 

49* 
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She  grew  more  animated  at  once,  and 
cast  awa}^  reserve  in  a  way  that  would  have 
been  pretty  and  touching — in  a  girl ! 

"  You  think  so,  Sir  Walter  ?  Well,  I'm 
not  a  vain  woman,  but  I  have  alwaj's  been 
told  by  fortune-tellers  and  '  Planchette,'  and 
things  of  that  hind,  that  I  should  win  a 
'  whole-hearted  and  unselfish  love  in  my 
maturity.' " 

"  In  your  *  maturity ' — that's  a  long  time 
to  look  forward  to,"  he  said  gallantly,  and 
he  felt  such  a  sneak  as  he  said  it. 

"  Well !  in  my  prime,  then,  I  will  say.  I 
am  past  silly  girlhood,  any  man  must  see 
that.  But  my  heart  is  as  3'oung  as  ever, 
and  will  give  back  warm  love  for  warm 
love  as  truly  now  as  it  would  have  done  a 
dozen  years  ago." 

"  Will  it  give  it  back  to  me  ?  " 
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"That  it  will,"  she  cried  rapturously, 
holding  out  both  her  hands  to  him.  "  Now 
you're  sure  of  yourself  and  your  own  wishes, 
I  hope  ?  for  I  am  not  a  woman  to  be  played 
with  !  This  is  a  genuine  offer,  and  not  silly, 
idle  gallantry  ? " 

"JVIrs.  Jones,  can  you  suspect  me  of 
being  such  a  cad  as  to  be  insincere  in  such 
a  matter  as  this,  and  at  the  same  time 
seriously  think  of  accepting  me  as  your 
husband  ?  " 

She  laughed  in  a  vexed,  confused  way, 
was  silent  for  a  few  moments,  and  then 
said  : 

"I  like  to  have  thino^s  in  writing,  Sir 
Walter.  Spoken  words  get  forgotten  some- 
times ;  written  ones  are  more  satisfactory. 
I  have  pen,  ink  and  paper  handy." 

She  drew  a  little  occasional  table  which 
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stood  by  her  chair  nearer  to  him,  picl<ed  up 
a  pen,  dipped  it  in  ink,  and  handed  it  to  Sir 
Walter,  saying : 

"It's  a  mere  formaUty,  but  as  I  shall 
have  to  talk  to  my  lawyer  to-morrow  about 
the  disposition  of  my  property,  in  the  event 
of  my  marriage,  I  shall  like  to  have  your 
offer  in  writing." 

She  was  very  firm  and  self-possessed ; 
perhaps  these  qualities  would  not  have 
appealed  to  him  so  strong!}^  and  impressed 
him  so  favourably  as  they  did  had  she  not 
been  very  rich  also.  As  it  was,  he  gave 
one  thought  to  Ella,  but  he  wrote  the 
letter  as  Mrs.  Jones  desired. 

^V  ^V  "^  'Iv  ^ 

"You  don't  really  mean.  May,  that  you 
are  going  to  that  man's  stables  to  look  at 
his  horses?" 
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"Indeed,  I  do,  Ella,  if  he  keeps  liis 
appointment  and  comes  to  fetch  me  this 
morning  as  he  promised.  And  you're  going 
to  be  a  dear  little  girl,  and  come  with  us  ?  " 

"  With  yoU)  yes !  if  you  want  me,  but 
you  mustn't  bracket  yourself  with  Mr. 
Greg.  How  will  you  like  it  if  Mrs.  Jones 
is  there  to  meet  you  ?  " 

"I  don't  know." 

"  Then  I  will  tell  you.  You  won't  like  it 
at  all.  You  will  be  horribly  jealous,  for 
you  care  for  that  man  still." 

"Don't  speak  of  him  as  '  that  man,'  Ella. 
It  sounds  so  very  disparaging." 

"  I  want  to  disparage  him." 

"  If  Mrs.  Jones  is  there  I  shall  very 
quickly  see  if  there  is  anything  between 
Ted  and  her,  or  not.  If  there  is,  I  promise 
you  I  will  not  see  him  again." 
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"  And  if  there  is  not  anything  between 
them?" 

"  Then  I  promise  you  I  will  see  him 
again." 

"  I  am  afraid  you  are  only  going  to  meet 
mortification,  May.  Mrs.  Jones  is  exactly 
one  of  those  loud,  fast,  self-assertive 
women  who  would  appeal  to  the  taste  of 
that  man." 

"Your  mother  was  neither  loud,  fast, 
nor  self-assertive,  yet  she  appealed  to  his 
taste !  " 

"  I  wish  he  would  take  her  and  marry 
her  and  have  done  with  it.  He  has  been 
the  means  of  bringing  her  in  contact  with 
Walter  St.  Austle,  and  I  have  no  doubt 
that  some  of  the  gossips  of  the  place 
couple  her  name  with  his.  It  would  be 
like    their   audacity  if  they  do,"  Ella  said 
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wrathfully,  and  at  the  same  moment  Mr. 
Greg  was  announced. 

"  Did  you  enjoy  your  supper  last 
night?"  May  asked,  when  they  had 
shaken  hands. 

"  Very  much,  thank  you." 

"  And  was  Mrs.  Jones  very  angry  with 
you  for  being  late  ?  " 

"  I  didn't  go  there." 

"  Didn't  you  really ! "  May  cried  joyfully. 
"  Xow  we  will  go  and  get  our  hats  on,  and 
pay  our  visit  to  your  horses." 

"  How  absurdly  your  spirits  have  gone 
up  because  he  kept  away  from  the  woman 
for  one  evening,"  Ella  grumbled,  as  she 
followed  May  along  the  corridor.  "  I  think 
it  was  very  mean  of  him  not  to  have  gone, 
letting  poor  Sir  Walter  in  for  spending  the 
time  with  that  woman  alone." 
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"  1  forgive  him  the  meanness  at  any 
rate,"  May  laughed. 

"  I  wish  you  would  go  without  me,  May. 
I  don't  feel  like  going  out  this  morning.  I 
want  to  have  a  chat  with  ]\irs.  St.  Austle. 
Will  you  spare  me  ?  " 

"  Certainly,  if  you  wish  it,"  May  said 
bhthely.  The  prospect  of  the  walk  alone  with 
Ted  was  anything  but  displeasing  to  her. 

"  Then  we'll  settle  it  so,"  said  Ella,  cheer- 
ing up  a  little  at  the  thought  of  possibly 
meeting  Sir  Walter  in  his  sister-in-law's 
apartments. 

It  struck  May  that  ]\ir.  Greg  was  un- 
usually grave  as  they  walked  away  from 
the  hotel  towards  the  bye-street  in  which 
the  stables  were  situated,  and  so  with  her 
customary  frankness  she  said  : 

"  There   is    something   the   matter  with 
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you,  I  am  sure.  Have  you  something  to 
tell  me  which  you  think  I  shall  not  like  to 
hear  ?  " 

« I  have." 

Her  heart  sank,  but  she  would  hear  the 
worst  at  once. 

"  Tell  me  quickly  ;  is  it  about  yourself?  " 

"  No,  but  it  is  news  that  will  pain  you 
on  Ella's  account.  St.  Austle  came  round 
to  my  quarters  this  morning  to  tell  me  that 
Mrs.  Jones  settled  his  hash  for  him  last 
night.  In  other  words,  he  has  got  en- 
gaged to  her.  The  fact  is  he  is  hard  up  ; 
you  know  what  a  generous  chap  he  has 
been  all  his  life." 

May  shivered.  "Poor  little  Ella!"  she  said 
sorrowfully  ;  "  it  will  be  ver}^  very  hard  for 
her,  much  worse  than  it  would  have  been 
if  Mrs.  St.  Austle  had  not  raised  her  hopes 
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again.  So  lie  is  going  to  marry  for  money ! 
and  poor  Ella  believes  him  to  be  the  soul 
of  chivalry  and  honour.  In  fact  she  was 
deploring  this  morning  that  Walter  should 
have  been  let  in  for  knowing  Mrs.  Jones, 
even  by  you." 

Mr.  Greg  smiled.  "  It  is  quite  the  other 
way  round.  St.  Austle  let  me  in  for 
knowing  Mrs.  Jones,  and  a  very  kind, 
hospitable  woman  I  have  found  her." 

*'  And  you  have  never  tried  to  rival  your 
friend?" 

"What  /f  No,  no.  I  should  never 
marry  for  money  only.  Indeed,  the  fact 
of  the  woman  I  love  having  money  would 
make  me  hesitate  to  ask  her  to  marry  me 
— an  impecunious  poor  devil,  who  has  to 
risk  his  life  every  day  of  it  for  the  bare 
pittance  that  enables  him  to  exist." 
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"  I  am  going  to  do  such  an  unwomanly 
thing,"  May  whispered,  with  a  httle  gulp  of 
emotion.  "If  you  won't  ask  the  woman 
you  love  to  marry  you  because  she  happens 
to  be  better  off  than  you  are,  well,  she 
must  ask  you  !     Ted,  will  you  ?  " 

Can  anyone  entertain   a  doubt,  even  for 

a  moment,  what  Ted's  answer  was  ? 
*  *  *  *  * 

A  few  hours  after  this  Mrs.  St.  Austle 
and  May  were  sitting  on  either  side  of  the 
bed  on  which  a  poor,  crumpled-up  little 
figure  was  lying.  They  had  broken  it  to 
her  as  mercifully  as  possible,  but  hers  was 
a  tempestuous  nature,  and  the  blow  to  her 
pride,  vanity  and  love  had  stricken  her  to 
the  dust.  She  could  not  remember  that 
she  had  repulsed  this  man  when  he  had 
sought   her,  and  pleaded   for  her  eagerly 
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and  passionately.  She  could  only  re- 
member that  she  had  loved  hhn  very  much, 
and  that  he  had  given  her  to  understand 
that  his  life's  devotion  was  hers,  whether 
she  would  accept  it  or  not.  And  now  he 
was  going  to  marry  a  woman  at  whom  she 
had  jeered  and  sneered,  and  whom  she  had 
attributed  to  Mr.  Greg  in  a  partly  con- 
descending and^  partly  insulting  way. 

"  My  mother  will  love  me  always,  because 
I  wouldn't  give  her  up  for  him,"  was  poor 
little  Ella's  last  coherent  utterance.  No 
one  knows  whether  the  overdose  that  killed 
her  was  taken  by  accident  or  design,  but 
when  Mrs.  Jones  heard  of  it  she  refused  to 
marry  Sir  Walter  St.  Austle. 

THE    END. 
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but  one  that  could  be  read  with  pleasure  independently  of  any  such  attractions. " — 
Fortnightly  Review. 

" '  Killed  in  the  Open  '  la  a  very  Buperior  sort  of  hunting  novel  indeed."— Orap A ic. 

STEAIGHT  AS  A  DIE. 

Cloth  gilt,  2/6 ;  Picture  Boards,  2/-.    (8th  Edition.) 
"  If  you  like  sporting  novels  I  can  recommend  to  you  Mra.  Kennard's  '  Straight  as 
a  Die.'  "—Truth. 

A  EEAL  GOOD  THING. 

Cloth  gilt,  2/6  ;  Picture  Boards,  2/-.    (7th  Edition.) 
"  There  are  some  good  country  scenes  and  country  spins  in  '  A  Real  Good  Thing." 
The  hero,  poor  old  Hopkins,  is  a  strong  character." — Academy, 

OUE  FEIENDS  BT  THE  HUNTING-FIELD. 

Cloth  gilt,  2s.  6d. ;  Picture  Boards,  2s. 

BY   THE   SAME  AUTHOR. 
In   Paper  Covers,   1/-;     Cloth,   1/6. 

THE  MYSTEEY  OF  A  WOMAN'S  HEART. 

F.  V.  WHITE  &  Co.,  31,  Southampton  Street,  Strand. 


F.  V.  WHITE  &  Co.'s  Publications. 

HAWLEY   SMART'S   SPORTING    NOVELS. 

(At  all  Booksellers'  &  Bookstalls.) 


EEATRICE  AND    BENEDICK :    A  Eomance  of  the  Crimea. 

Cloth,  2/6. 

THE  PLUNGER. 

Cloth  gilt,  2/6.    Picture  Boards,  2/-.   (5th  Edition. ) 
LONG    ODDS. 

Cloth  gilt,  2/6.    Picture  Boards,  2/-    (5th  Edition.) 
THE   MASTER   OF  RATHKELLY. 

Cloth  gilt,  2/6.  Picture  Boards,  2/-    (5th  Edition.) 
THE   OUTSIDER. 

Cloth  gilt,  2/6.    Picture  Boards,  2/-    (8th  Edition.) 

ET  THE  SAME  AUTHOR.    In  Paper  Covers,  1/- ;  Cloth,  1/6. 
VANITY'S  DAUGHTER. 

NOVELS  BY  B.   L.   FARJEON. 

(At  all  Booksellers'  &  Bookstalls.) 
Cloth,    2/6.       Picture   Boards,   2/-   each. 
BASIL  AND   ANNETTE.    (Cloth  only.) 
THE  MYSTERY  OF  M.  FELLX. 
A  YOUNG   GIRL'S   LIFE,     (3rd  Edition.) 
TOILERS   OF  BABYLON. 
THE  DUCHESS   OF  ROSEMARY  LANE. 

In  Paper  Covers,  1/- ;  Cloth,  1/6  each. 
A  VERY  YOUNG   COUPLE. 

THE   PERIL  OF  RICHARD   PARDON.     (2nd  Edition.) 
A  STRANGE  ENCHANTMENT. 

NOVELS  BY  B.    M.  CROKER. 

(At  all  Booksellers'  &  Bookstalls.) 
INTERFERENCE.     (2nd  Edition.)    Cloth,  2/6. 
TWO    MASTERS.     (3rd  Edition.)    Cloth,  2/6 ;  Picture  Boards,  2/- 

NOVELS  BY  HELEN  MATHERS. 

(At  all  Booksellers  &  Bookstalls.) 
In  Paper  Covers,  1/- ;   Cloth,  1/6  each. 
A  STUDY  OF  A  WOMAN. 
T'OTHER  DEAR   CHARMER. 
MY   JO,    JOHN.      (2nd  Edition.) 
THE  MYSTERY   OF  No.  13.     (2nd  Edition.) 

F.  V.  WEITE  &  Co.,  31,  Southarrpton  Street,  Strand. 


F.  V.  WHITE  &  Co.'B  Publications. 


SIR  RANDAL  ROBERTS'  SPORTING  NOVEL. 

(At  all  Booksellers'  and  Bookstalls.) 

CUEB  AND  SNAFFLE.     ^\^e^.%rKg  ^/e'" ''^^ '^•" 

BY  MRS.  ALEXANDER  FRASER. 

(At  all  Booksellers'  and  Bookstalls.) 

A  MODEEN  BEIDEGEOOM.   (2ad  Edition.)  cioth.2/6. 

THE      NEW     DUCHESS.        (2nd  Edition.)    Cloth,  28.  6d. 

i:>AUGHTEES  OF  BELGEAVIA.  ^fJl'^'Xkr^jf, 
SHE  CAME  BETWEEN,     cioth.  2/6. 

MRS.   LOVETT   CAME}10.1S['S    NOVELS. 

(At  all  Booksellers'  and  Bookstalls.) 

IN  A  GEASS  COUNTEY. 

(A  Story  of  Love  and  Sport.)    (9th  Edition.)    Paper  Covers  1/-. 

"V'e  turn  with  pleasure  to  the  green  covers  of  '  lu  a  Grass  Country.'  The  three 
heroines  are  charming  each  in  her  own  way.  It  is  well  sketched,  full  of  character, 
with  sharp  observations  of  men  and  women — not  too  hard  on  anybody — a  clear  story 
care'ully  written,  and  therefore  easily  read.     .     .     .    recommended." — Punch. 

"  When  the  days  are  short  and  there  is  an  hour  or  two  to  be  disposed  of  indoora 
before  dressing  time,  one  is  glad  to  be  able  to  recommend  a  good  and  amusing  novel. 
'  In  a  Grass  Country '  may  be  said  to  come  under  this  description." — Saturday 
JtMfvi. 

"WEAK    WOMAN.  (2nd  Edition.)    Cloth  2/6. 

JACK'S      SECEET.        Cloth,2/6.    picture  Boards,  2/- 

A    LOST    WIFE.    (3rd  Edition,)    Cloth,  2/6.    Picture  Boards,  2/- 

A  DAUGHTEE'S  HEAET.     cioth,28.6d. 


JUSTIN   MCCARTHY,   M.P. 

AND 

MRS.     CAMPBELL     PRAED. 

(Authors  of  "  The  Right  Honourable,"  &c. 

Cloth,  2s.  6d.  each  ;  also  in  Picture  Boards,  2s. 

(At  all  Booksellers'  and  Bookstalls.) 

THE  LADIES'  GALLERY.     (2nd  Edition.) 

THE  RIVAL  PRINCESS  ;  a  Loudon  Romance  of  To-day. 

(3rd  Edition.) 

BY    MRS.    CAMPBELL  PRAED. 

(At   all   Bnoksellers'   and   Bookstalls.) 

THE  KOMANCE  OF  A  CHALET.     (Cloth  2/6.) 

BY   MRS.   J.    H.    RIDDELL. 
A  SILENT  TRAGEDY.     Paper  Covers,  1/-;  Cloth,  1/6. 

F.  V.  WHIT  a  «fc  Co.,  81,  Southampton  Strefit.  Strand. 
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MRS.    ALEXMLER'S    NOVELS. 

(At  all  Booksellers'  and  Bookstalls.) 

FOR  HIS  SAKE.     Cloth,  2/6. 

A  WOMAN'S  HEART.     Cloth,  2/6. 

BLIXD  FATE.     Cloth,  2/6 ;  Picture  Boards,  2/-. 

WELL  WON.     (2nd  Edition.)     Paper  Covers,  1/-;  Cloth,  1/6. 

BY   WOMAN'S   WIT.     (6th  Edition.)      Picture    Boards,  2/-; 

Cloth,  2, 6. 

"  In  Mrs.  Alexander's  tale 
Mucb  art  she  clearly  shows 
In  keeping  dark  the  mystery 
Until  the  story's  close."— jP««cA. 

MONA'S     CHOICE.       (oth    Edition.)       Cloth,   2/6  ;     Pic.ure 

Boards,  2,-. 

NOVELS  BY  HUME   NISBET. 

(At  all  Booksellers'  and  Bookstalls.) 
THE  QUEEN'S  DESIRE  ;  A  Romance  of  the  Indian  Mutiny. 

With  niustrations  by  the  Author.    Cloth,  3/6. 

THE     BUSHRANGER'S     SWEETHEART  ;     An     Australian 

Romance.  With  original  Illustrations  by  the  Author.  Cloth,  3/6.   (3rd  Edition.) 
THE    SAVAGE    QUEEN  :    A  Romance  of  the  Natives  of  Van 

Dieman's  Land.     Cloth,  2  6 ;  Picture  Boards,  2/-.    (3rd  Edition.) 

" RITA'S"    NOVELS. 

(AT  ALL   BOOKSELLERS'   AND   BOOKSTALLS.) 
THE  MAN  IN  POSSESSION.     A  New  Novel.     Cloth,  2/6. 
THE  LAIRD  0'  COCKPEN.     Cloth,  2/6. 
SHEBA  ;    A  Study  of  Girlhood.      (3rd  Edition.)     Cloth,  2/6  ; 

Picture  Boards,  2/-. 

MISS  KATE.     (4th  Edition.)     Cloth,  2/6  ;  Picture  Boards,  2/. 

THE  SEVENTH  DREAM.     1/-  and  1/6. 

THE  DOCTOR'S  SECRET.     (2nd  Edition.)     1/-  and  1/6. 

AMYE  READE'S  WORK. 

(At  all  Booksellers'  and  Bookstalls.) 
SLAVES  OF  THE  SAWDUST  ;  A  New  and  Original  Story  of 

Acrobat  Life.     By  the  Author  of  "  Buby."  &c     Picture  Boards,  2,-.     Also 
Cloth,  2/6.    (Dedicated  to  the  late  Lord  Tennyson.) 

E.  V.  WHITE  &  Co.,  31,  Southampton  Street,  Strand. 


F.  V.  WHITE  &  Co.'s  Publications. 


POPULAR  WORKS 

By   WILLIAM   DAY, 

(Author  of  "  The  Racehorse  in  Training,"  "  Reminiscences  of  the  Turf,"  &c.) 

TURF  CELEBRITIES  I  HAVE  KNOWN. 

With  a  Portrait  of  the  Author. 

1    Vol.     16s. 

(At  all  Libraries  and  Booksellers.) 

By   GUSTAV  FREYTAG. 

REMINISCENCES  OF   MY  LIFE. 

Translated  from  the  German  hy  Katharine  Chetwtnd. 

In   Two   Vols.     18s. 

{At   all  Libraries   and   Booksellers.) 

By  MRS.  ARMSTRONG, 

(Author    of    "  Modem    Etiquette    in    Public    and    Private.") 

GOOD     FORM. 

A  BOOK  OF  EVERY  DAY  ETIQUETTE. 

(2nd  Edition.)     Limp  Cloth,  2s. 

(At  all  Booksellers'  and  Bookstalls. ) 

By  PERCY  THORPE. 

HISTORY    OF    JAPAN. 

Qoth,  3s.  6d. 
(At  all  Booksellers'  and  Bookstalls.) 

By  PARNELL  GREENE. 

ON  THE  BANKS  OF  THE  DEE. 

A  LEGEND  OF  CHESTER. 

Cloth,  5s. 
(At  all  Booksellers'  and  Bookstalls.) 

Bv  ^(V    GERARD 

BYRON  RE-STUDIED  IN  HIS  DRAMAS. 

Cloth,  5s. 

THE  VISION,  AND  OTHER  POEMS. 

Cloth,  Ss.  6d. 
(At  all  Booksellers'  and  Bookstalls.) 

F.  V.  WHITE  &  CO.,  31,  Southampton  Street,  Strand. 


BEAUTIFUL  JDI. 
A  SIEQE  BABY. 
GARRISON  GOSSIP. 
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BY    POPULAR    AUTHORS. 

Crown  8vo.,  Cloth,  2S.  6d.  each. 
(AT    ALL     BOOKSELLERS'     AND     BOOKSTALLS.) 

By  JOHN  STitANQB  WIJWTEK 

ONLY  HUMAN. 

MY  GEOFF. 

THE  OTHER  MAN'S  WIFE. 

MRS.  BOB. 

Bv  MRS.  EDWARD  KENNARD, 

WEDDED  TO  SPORT  (.S/G). 

THAT  PRETTY  LITTLE   HORSE-BRE.lKER. 

A  HOMBURG  BEAUTY. 

MATRON   OR  MAID? 

LANDING  A  PRIZE. 

A   CRACK  COUNTY. 

A  REAL   GOOD  THING. 

STRAIGHT  AS  A   DIE. 

THE   GIRL  IN  THE   BROWN  HABIT. 

KILLED  IN  THE   OPEN. 

OUR  FRIENDS   IN  THE   HUNTING-FIELD. 

By  HAWIjEY  SMART. 
BEATRICE  AND   BENEDICK. 
THE   PLUNGER. 
LONG  ODDS. 

THE   MASTER   OF  RATHKELLY. 
THE   OUTSIDER. 

By  MRS.    CAMPBELL   PRAED. 
THE  EOMANCL  of  A  CHALET. 

By  B.  li.  FARJEON. 
BASIL  AND  ANNETTE. 
THE   MYSTERY   OF  M.    FELIX. 
A  YOUNG   GIRL'S   LIFE. 
TOILERS   OF  BABYLON. 
THE   DUCHESS   OF  ROSEMARY  LANE. 

By  MAY  CROMMELIN. 
THE  FREAILS   OF  LADY   FORTUNE. 

By  FLORENCE  WARDEN. 
A  WITCH   OF  THE   HILLS. 
A  WILD  WOOING.     (A  New  Novel.) 

By  MABEL  COLLINS. 
VIOLA  FANSHAWE. 

By   B.   M.    CROKER. 
TWO   MASTERS.  |  INTEKFERENCE. 

By  HUME   NISBET. 
THE  QUEEN'S  DESIRE  (Cloth,  3/6). 
THE   SAVAGE   QUEEN. 
THE  BUSHRANGER'S  SWEETHEART  (Cloth,  3/6). 

Y.  V.  WHITE  &  CO.,  31,  Southampton  Street,  Strand. 
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ONE    VOLUME    HOWKUS-icontmued). 

By  AMYE  READE,  f  Author  of  "KXJBY,"   «&c.) 

SLAVES   OF  THE   SAWDUST. 

By  F.  C.  PHILIPS  &  O.  J,  WILLS. 

SYBIL  BOSS'S  MARRLi.GE. 

By  MRS.  ALEXANDER. 

BLIND  FATE.    |    BY  WOMAN'S  WIT.  |   MONA'S  CHOICE. 
A  WOMAN'S  HEAET.      |      FOR  HIS  SAKE. 

By  MRS.     LOVETT   CAMERON. 

JACK'S   SECRET.  I      A  DAUGHTER'S  HEART. 

A  LOST  WIFE.  I      WEAK  WOMAN. 

By  JUSTIN  M'OARTHY,  M.P.  &  Mrs.  CAMPBELL  PRAED. 

THE   LADIES'  GALLERY. 
THE  RIVAL  PRINCESS. 

By  MRS.  ROBERT  JOCELYN, 

THE   M.F.H.'s   DAUGHTER.  i  DRAWN  BLANK. 

THE   CRITON  HUNT   MYSTERY.  | 

By  BRET  HARTE. 

THE   CRUSADE   OF  THE    "EXCELSIOR." 

By  the  Honble.  MRS.  PETHERSTONHAUaH. 

DREAM  FACES. 

By  FERGUS  HUME. 

WHOM  GOD  HATH  JOINED. 
THE  MAN  WITH  A  SECRET. 
MISS  MEPHISTOPHELES. 

By  Mrs.  HUNGERFORD,  (Author  of  ««  MOLLY  BAWN.") 

THE  HONBLE.  MRS.  VEREKER. 
A  LIFE'S  REMORSE. 
APRIL'S  LADY. 
LADY  PATTY. 

Bv  "RITA." 
SHEBA.  I  MISS  KATE.     |  THE   LAIRD   0'   COCKPEN 

THE  MAN  IN  POSSESSION. 

By  MRS.  ALEXANDER  ERASER. 

A  MODERN  BRIDEGROOM. 
THE  NEW  DUCHESS. 
DAUGHTERS   OF  BELGRAVIA. 
SHE   CAME   BETWEEN. 

By  MAY  CROMMELIN  and  J.  MORAY  BROWN. 

VIOLET   VYVIAN,   M.F.H. 

By  F.  C.  PHILIPS  and  PERCY  FENDALL. 

A  DAUGHTER'S   SACRIFICE. 

MARGARET   BYNG. 

MY   FACE   IS  MY   FORTUNE. 

F.  V.  WHITE  &  CO.,  81,  Southampton  Street,  Strand. 
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Picture  Boards,  2s.  each. 
(AT    ALL    BOOKSELLERS'    AND    BOOKSTALLS.) 


THE    OTHER   MAN'S  WIFE.     (5tli  Edition.)    By  Joiix  Steaxge 
Winter. 

MRS.  BOB.     (6th  Edition.)     By  the  same  Author. 

BEAUTIFUL  JIM.     (8th  Edition. )     By  same  Author. 

A  SIEGE  BABY.     (5th  Edition.)     By  same  Author. 

GARRISON  GOSSIP.     (5th  Edition.)     By  same  Author. 

ARMY  SOCIETY  :  Life  in  a  Garrison  Town,     (10th  Edition.)     By 

the  same  Author. 
MISS  MEPHISTOPHELES.     (5th  Edition.)    By  Feegus  Hume. 
THE    MAN   WITH   A    SECRET.      (3rd   Edition.)      By  the   same 

Author. 
LONG  ODDS.     (5th  Edition.)     By  Hawley  Smart. 
THE  PLUNGER.     (5th  Edition.)     By  the  same  Author. 
THE  MASTER  OF  RATHKELLY.     (5th  Edition.)    By  the  same 

Author. 
THE  OUTSIDER.     (8th  Edition.)     By  the  same  Author. 
A  LOST  WIFE.     (3rd  Edition.)     By  Mrs.  Lovett  C.uieeox. 
JACK'S  SECRET.     By  the  same  Author. 
MONA'S  CHOICE.     (5th  Edition.)     By  Mrs.  Alexander. 
BLIND  FATE.     By  the  same  Author. 

BY  WOMAN'S  WIT.     (6th  Edition.)     By  the  same  Author. 
THE  HON.  MRS.  VEREKER.     By  Mrs.  Hungeeford,  Author  of 

"  Molly  Bawn." 

APRIL'S  LADY.     (3rd  Edition.)     By  the  same  Author. 
A  LIFE'S  REMORSE.     (3rd  Edition.)     By  the  same  Author. 
LANDING  A  PRIZE.     (7th  Edition.)     By  Mrs.  Edward  Kennard. 
THAT    PRETTY    LITTLE    HORSE-BREAKER.      (4th  Edition.) 

By  the  same  Author. 
A  HOMBURG  BEAUTY.     (3rd  Edition.)     By  the  same  Author. 
MATRON  OR  MAID  ?     (4th  Edition.)     By  the  same  Author. 
A  CRACK  COUNTY.     (6th  Edition.)    By  the  same  Author. 
A  REAL  GOOD  THING.     (7th  Edition.)     By  the  same  Author. 
STRAIGHT  AS  A  DIE.     (8th  Edition.)    By  the  same  Author. 
THE  GIRL  IN   THE   BROWN   HABIT.     (7th  Edition.)    By  the 

same  Author. 
OUR  FRIENDS  IN  THE  HUNTING-FIELD.     By  the  same  Author. 

r.  V.  WHITE  &  CO.,  31.  Southampton  Street,  Strand. 
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KILLED  IN  THE  OPEN.     (9th  Edition.)     By  the  same  Author. 

TWO   MASTERS.     (3i-d  Edition.)     By  B,  M,  Croker. 

SHEBA;  A  Study  of  Girlhood.     (3rd  Edition.)    By  "  Rita." 

MISS  KATE ;  or,  Confessions  of  a  Caretaker.     (4th  Edition.)     By 
the  same  Author. 

TOILERS  OF  BABYLON.     By  B.  L.  Farjeon. 

THE  DUCHESS  OF  ROSEMARY  LANE.     By  the  same  Author. 

THE  MYSTERY   OF  M.  FELIX.     By  the  same  Author. 

A  YOUNG-  GIRL'S  LIFE.     (3rd  Edition.)    By  the  same  Author. 

THE  RIVAL  PRINCESS.     (3rd  Edition.)    By   Justin  McCarthv, 
M.P.,  and  Mrs.  Casipbell  Peaed. 

THE  L.iDIES'  GALLERY.     (2nd  Edition.)     By  the  same  Authors. 

A   WOMAN'S   FACE.     By  Florence   Warden,    Author   of    "The 
House  on  the  Marsh,"  &;c. 

VIOLET  VYVIAN,   M.F.H.     (2nd  Edition.)    By  May   Crommelin 
and  J.  Mohay  Brown. 

DAUGHTERS  OF  BELGRAVIA.     By  Mrs.  Alexander  Eraser. 

SYBIL  ROSS'S  MARRIAGE:    The  Romance  of  an  Inexperienced 
Girl.     (3rd  Edition.)    By  F.  C.  Philips  and  C.  J.  Wills. 

A  DAUGHTER'S  SACRIFICE.     (3rd  Edition.)    By  F.  C.  Philips 
and  Percy  Fendall. 

THE  HEART  OF  JANE  WARNER.     By  Florence  Marryat. 

UNDER  THE  LILIES  AND  ROSES.    By  the  same  Author. 

KATE  VALLIANT.     By  Annie  Thomas  (Mrs.  Pender  Cudlip). 

MATED  WITH  A  CLOWN.     By  Lady  Constance  Howard. 

KEITH'S  WIFE.     By  Lady  Violet  Greville. 

THE  CRUSADE  OF  THE  "EXCELSIOR."     By  Bret  Harte. 

SLAVES   OF   THE    SAWDUST.     (A    New    and    Original    Work.) 
By  Amye  Reade. 

NOT  EASILY  JEALOUS.     By  Iza  Duffus  Hardy. 

ONLY  A  LOVE  STORY',     By  the  same  Author, 

POISONED  ARROWS.     By  Jean  Middlemass, 

THE    SAVAGE    QUEEN:   A    Romance    of    the    Natives    of    Van 
Dieman's  Land.     (3rd  Edition.)    By  Hume  Nisbet. 

THE  M.F,H.'s  DAUGHTER.     By  Mrs,  Robert  Jocklyn. 
F.   V    WHITE  &  Co..  81,  Southampton  Street,  Strand. 
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In    Paper    Covers.      (Cloth,    Is.  6d.) 
(At  all  Booksellers'  and  Bookstalls.) 

THAT   MKS.    SMITH.     By  John  Strange  Winter, 

Author  of  "Booties'  Baby,"  &c. 

THEEE  GIRLS.  (3rd  Edition.)  By  the  same  Author. 
MERE  LUCK.  (3rd  Edition.)  By  the  same  Author. 
LUMLEY   THE   PAINTER.     (3rd  Edition.)     By  the 

same  Author. 

GOOD-BYE.     (6th  Edition.)     By  the  same  Author. 
HE    WENT  FOR  A  SOLDIER.     (7th  Edition.)     By 

the  same  Author. 

FERRERS  COURT.  (6th  Edition.)  By  the  same  Author. 
BUTTONS.     (7th  Edition.)   By  the  same  Author. 
A  LITTLE  FOOL.  (10th  Edition.)  By  the  same  Author. 
MY  POOR  DICK.   (Illustrated  by  Maurice  Greiffen- 

HAGKN.)     (9th  Edition.)     By  the  same  Author. 

BOOTLES'  CHILDREN.     (Illustrated  by  J.  Bernard 

Partridge.)    (11th  Edition.)    By  the  same  Author. 

THE  CONFESSIONS  OF  A  PUBLISHER.     By  the 

same  Author. 

MIGNON'S    HUSBAND.      (13th   Edition.)     By  the 

same  Author. 

THAT  IMP.  (11th  Edition.)  By  the  same  Author. 
MIGNON'S  SECRET.     (16th  Edition.)     By  the  same 

Author. 

ON  MARCH.     (9th  Edition.)     By  the  same  Author. 
IN  QUARTERS.  (11th  Edition.)  By  the  same  Author. 
THE     GENTLEMAN     WHO     VANISHED.      (2nd 

Edition.)    By  Fergus  Hume. 
THE  PICCADILLY  PUZZLE.     By  the  same  Author. 
THE    POWER   OF   AN   EYE.     By  Mrs.  Frank  St. 

Clair  Grimwood,  Author  of  "  My  Three  Years  in  Manipur." 

A  VERY  YOUNG    COUPLE.      By  B.  L.  Farjeon, 

Author  of  "Toilers  of  Babylon,"  &c. 

THE     PERIL     OF     RICHARD    PARDON.       (2nd 

Edition.)     By  the  same  Author. 

A  STRANGE  ENCHANTMENT.  By  the  same  Author. 
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